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FOREWORD 

As I run over the stories in They of the High Trails I am 
carried into far places. The "Outlaw" takes me back to 
the stem peaks of the upper Green River in Wyoming. I 
am crossing the divide twelve thousand feet above sea 
level in precisely such a stonn as I describe in this tale. 
"The Prospector" transports me to Fort Washakie and the 
Shushonnies. "The Grubstaker" leads me up the western 
slopes of Sierra Blanca, loveliest of Colorado motmtains, 
while "The Forest Ranger" and "The Tourist" regain for 
me some part oi. the splendor of the Big Horn Range. In 
short, this volume is a synthesis — so far as I could make it — 
of the life of the High Country. 

In all that I have written of the Moimtain West I have 

kept to the possible and for the most part to the probable: 

Tlie realities were sufficiently romantic for me. I know the 

m attains and their inhabitants too well to permit of 

;ant romance. These ranges are not the painted 

c K drops of melodrama, gloomy, fuligiaous, hell-litten. 

I t contrary, they are very real, very sunlit, and hab- 

^ The men and women I met there were the sons and 

iters of the men and women I had known on the plains 

^ ri ot the Mississippi VaUey. Even the bad men 

I: xe commonplace in origin. 

Tf I Roads, this volume presents a group 

a by a b of design. Each tale emphasizes 

', of mountaineer. Unlike Main Travelled 

thout the mood of bitterness in which 



An Appreciatioo of iTgnrTSn Gziland 

By 



H^milin Gaxkaid is m matt dt lettases aod a man o£ 
;Ktion, a lover of luxu&e sal a lover q£ tibe £& c£ men. 
For thirty years he fas done sood wock; and never 
better work than he is domg xujm. The forests 
and the high peaks, the green prairies and the dry plains, 
he knows them as the city man knofws his streets 
and he brings them yrnd befoce the eyes of the reader. 
Moreover, he knows the men ar^d women of the farms, 
the cattle-ranchers, and the little raw towns; he knew 
the old-time wilderness wanderers in their day; and 
their successors, the forest-rangers, the stockmen who 
own high-grade cattle, the officers of the law, are his 
friends to-day. His heart is tender with sympathy for 
those beaten down in the hard struggle for life, and 
aflame with indignation against every form of evil and 
oppression. Whether the crime be one of cunning or of 
brutal violence; whether it be by the rich man against 
the poor or by the mob against the doer of justice; 
whether it be by the white against the Indian or by the 
foul man-beast against the woman — ^it matters not, 
against all alike he bears burning testimony. And 
above all, his people are real men and real women; and 
those for whom he cares, we, who read of them, grow 
likewise to love; and we are more just and gentle tow- 
ard our fellow-men, and toward tihe women who are 
our sisters, because of what he has written about them. 

Thbodorb Roosbyblt. 



THE AUTHOR'S FOREWORD 

Ti^ ANY changes have swept over the mountain West 
ITL since twenty years ago, but romance still clings to 
the high country. The Grub-Stakery hammer in hand, 
still pecking at the floaty wanders the hills with hopeful 
patience, walking the perilous ledges of the cliffs in end- 
less search of gold. 

The Cotv-Bossy reckless rear-guard of his kind, still 
urges his watch-eyed bronco across the roaring streams, 
or holds his milling herd in the high parks, but the Re- 
mittance Man, wayward son from across the seas, is gone. 
Roused to manhood by his country's call, he has joined 
the ranks of those who fight to save the shores of his an- 
cestral isle. 

The Prospector still pushes his small pack-mule through 
the snow of glacial passes, seeking the unexplored, and 
therefore more alluring, mountain ranges. 

The Lonesome Man still seeks forgetfulness of crime in 
the solitude, building his cabin in the shadow of great 
peaks. 

The Trail-Tramp, mounted wanderer, horseman of the 
restless heart, still rides from place to place, contemptuous 
of gold, carrying in his folded blanket all the vanishing 
traditions of the wild. 

The Fugitive still seeks sanctuary in the green timber — 
finding the storms of the granite peaks less to be feared 
than the fury of the law. 

The Leaser — the tenderfoot hay-roller from the prairies 

— * f tries his luck in some abandoned tunnel, sternly 

for his faithful sweetheart in the low country; and 

' J Forest Ranger, hardy son of the pioneers, repre- 

finer social order of the future, rides his lonely 

trail, guarding with single-hearted devotion our 

:ommunal heritage of mine and stream. 



PREFACE 
Br WiLUAM Dkan Howslu 

In a T^on which he has made his pecttHar field Kb. 
Hamlin Gariand has possessed himself of ttint farthest 
West of mountains and ndmiig tennis, of clouds and 
woods, where in his latest bocdc he invitea the reader 
home with him. TTuy of Ou Higk Trails is a snccesnon 
of romances kindred in ^nrit with those stories ot Main- 
TraoeUed Roads where we own we eojoTsd the levd 
footing more and got oar breath better in the lower 
altitude. 

But tius is only a way of owning oursdves older tiias 
the actual generation; aai if we cannot mount so skrtly 
into the thin air where the author rejoices in his 
strength, it is not sajnng that be is not as strong as 
ever. His climb was iaevitBtde, and with his increasing 
knowledge of the Farthest West his gn4>ple with its 
persons and events most come. 

These stones are a sort d Hmaai d the motives 
and ideals of his later ncnrds, but, with the franker 
drawing and the bokkr cdoring, he holds himsdf 
true to his earlier all^;iance. Ss men "of the high 
trails," his miners snd h un te ra , hit scouts and rangers, 
have the reach and lift oC Ihe vait spaces and lofty sbb^ 
mits where thdr Hves an mostly passed; but disb 
humanness, not tbdr hercttCsBn, ia ^ered as the precifMi 
thing. Their contact wiUi ttie cnrilizatioa (A the Bm* 
li 



PREFACE 

as it penetrates on business or pleasure to their primitive 
Westemness forms one of the author's opportunities 
of drama which you can trust him not to abuse to the 
effects of melodrama. 

The loves of these mighty fellows, and their gain 
or loss of the daughters of wealth adventuring in 
their wilderness, is poetry of a wonted strain, heard 
from the beginning of romance in tales of adventure, 
but the love-making which goes hand in hand and 
heart to heart wiiii danger and death invites no 
emotion from the reader unworthy of the happiness 
which sweet and pure love can give. If this is negative 
praise, it is praise that cpn be awarded to few novelists of 
a day tending to lose itself in a twilight of the decencies. 
Something more positive may be said for the author of 
stories so abounding in incidents of flight and fight, of 
passion and devotion, of pity and vengeance, when he 
idealizes in realizing such a situation as that of "The 
Remittance Man." 

The daring conception is of a sickly young Eng- 
lishman of good family living on a stated allow- 
ance from home, in the family of a rancher, amid the 
squalor which he loathes, and falling in love with the 
daughter while he is supposed by his people to be 
* ' learning the business^ ' of cattle-raising. * * The rancher 
was like an aged, moth-eaten, but dangerous old bear. 
His voice wa3 a rumble, his teeth w^e broken &ngs, 
his hands resembled the paws of a gorilla. " His wife 
'*Was big, fat, worried, and complaining. Neither of 
them had any fear of dirt," and their daughter "Fan 
had grown up not merely unkempt, but smudgy. Her 
gown was greasy, her shoes tmtied, and yet, strange to 
say, this carelessness exercised a subduing charm over 
Le^besr, who was. fastidious to the point of wasting 

xu 



PREFACE 

sequence in which Tall Ed Kelley figures first as of the 
same make as a ''drunken Injtm/' and then his reform 
as the strong arm of the law in the loathsome little 
''town, drab, flea-bitten, unkempt, littered with tin 
cans and old bottles, a collection of saloons, gambling- 
houses, and nameless dives, with a few people — a very 
few— making an honest Uving by selling groceries, sad* 
dies, and coal-oil." 

Tlie picture, txddly dashed in, strikes more than the 
solitudes and altitudes where the action of "The Forest 
Ranger" passes, but the nobler as well as the ignobler 
scene is palpitant with the life of the strange, vast 
r^on which Mr. Garland knows so well. He is always, 
in his more exalted moods, longing to make you sensible 
of the mighty spaciousness of the land whose immeas- 
tuable grandeur submits itself to the hand of the pros- 
pector, the rancher, the outlaw, as it had submitted 
itself to the grasp of the savage hunter and warrior. 
Words cannot give the sense of its loneliness, its mighti- 
ness, but these people are somehow equal to the condi- 
tions of thirty miles to a doctor, and as many to a justice 
of the peace. 

The author takes more pains with the heroic fig- 
ure of a government ranger than the honest human- 
ness of the Cow-boss or the Grub-staker; but if he 
likes him better than either of these, we feel quite 
sure that he has not a greater pleasure in any of the 
chivalrous pasaons of his heroes for the young Eastern 
ladies in their protection than in the joyous, fearless 
love-making of the Cow-boss who comes to help the 
simple girl from a small Pennsylvania town take care of 
her sick unde, the station postmaster. The quality 
of the Cow-boss's indomitable devotion may not be 
peculiar to character in the region of mountain-time, 

xiv 



PREFACE 

but ihete As somedmig re£reshingly new in it. The 
Cow-boGs's vocabulary is {£U* too liixuted to embrace any 
of the analogues of faihune; the mere notion of this 
tiddes him; he takes every form of spoken denial as 
an omtising version of consent. He is shown in all 
with a humor which is as sweet and pure as his love 
itself and with such apparent unconsciousness that the 
reader is left with doubt whether the author knows 
how uncommon it is in sort. The passage is one to 
xetum to with recurrent pleasure and the wish to have 
more of it. Upon the whole we are tempted to like 
the Cow-boss beyond any other personality in the whole 
group of these brave sketches. 

By virtue of these, and of those other tales and novels 
of his dealing with the life in the region of ntiountain- 
ttme, Mr. Garland has measurably succeeded to the 
place in the sunset held by Bret Harte and Mark Twain. 
It is not necessary that he should have displaced the 
earlier sovereigns of that realm; but there was room 
for him near them. One caimot daim for him the in- 
vention of such types as Harte's romantidstic imagina- 
tion bodied forth, or the creations of that potent humor 
of Mark Twain which began to people our world fifty 
or axty yeais ago with the ''vast forms that moved 
fantastically" before the eyes of alien observance. 
It is not in the direct line of those potent humorists 
r. Garland is of their succession. Fun does not 
' sedc expression from him; it breaks from him 
tnarily, and he does not create, so much as 
the grotesque. He does not permit himsdf 
of those humorists in the life he paints; 
U latest work of his it will console the lover 
work to find him mainly true to his realistic 
in his most romantic moods he is still in the 

XV 
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keeping of this, and he will never abandon it, though in 
his fidelity to the facts of the wilder and farther West 
which he has come to know so well the flush of wild 
adventure replaces the coloring of his prime. But it is 
not merely the artistic conscience which still prevails 
with him, and no study of his fiction, however slight and 
passing, can fail of the sense of right-mindedness and 
high-mindedness which ennobles his romance. 

His heroes are honest men, not rascals of sorts exalted 
by exigency or emotion; his heroines, however beautiful 
and alluring, are not women one would be the better 
for not having known. His feeling of proportion, his 
love of beauty in nature, keeps him from betraying his 
reader with any such falsehood to human nature. 

This seems rather high praise for a novelist of our tmie, 
but we oflEer it to Mr. Garland without misgiving. He be- 
came an admirable artist long ago because he had faith 
in the good as well as the beautiful, and he remains of 
the elect company who have always believed that one 
is as essential to art as the other. This is the most his 
friendliest critic can ask of him. Such a critic, if wise, 
will not direct him as to the course he shall take in what 
may seem the parting of the ways for him. 

Honest and true he must always be; from the first he 
has been ruled in his fiction by a sense of duty to this 
or that phase of life, but it will not be quite wrong to 
say that he is most an artist when he gives htmself 
most freely to doing what he sees, rather than what 
he feels, his reader ought to see; he will be most of 
all an artist when within the lines of his sane and 
wholesome love of all humanity he does what pleases 
him best. 



THE GRUB-STAJCER 



— Aaifim/f in kandf still pecking at 
the floatf foandets the Rockies with 
hopeful patience^ walking the perils 
ous ledges of the clifs in endless 
search of gold. 



THEY OF THE HIGH 

TRAILS 



THE GRUB-STAKER 



"HPHERE'S gold in the Sierra Blanca country — eveiy- 

1 txxly admits it/' Sherman F. Bidwell was saying 

as the Widow Ddaney, who kept the Palace Home 

Cooking Restaurant in the town of Ddaney (named 

after her husband^ old Dan Ddaney), came into the 

dining-room. Mrs. Ddaney paused with a plate of 

oi potatoes, and her face was a mask of scorn 

stressed the group, but her words were aimed 

ly at Bidwell, who had just come in from the 

country to resume his prospecting up the gulch. 

''It sy sayin' gould is in thim hills, but when ye 

it : nbows will be fishin'-rods." As she passed 

oes over Bidwell's head she went on: "Didn't 

ley break his blessed neck ardimbin' the 

up the creek — ^to no purpis indudin' that 

It? You min may talk and talk, but talk 
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THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

don't pay for petaties and bacon, mind that. For eight 
years IVe been here and I'm worse oflE to-day than iver 
before — an' the town, phwat is it? Two saloons and a 
boardin'-house — and not a ton of ore dug — much less 
shipped out. Y'r large words dig no dirt, I'm thinldn', 
Sherm Bidwdl." 

Bidwell was a mild-spoken man who walked a little 
sidewise, with eyes always on the ground as though 
ceaselessly searching for pieces of float. He replied to 
his landlady with some spirit: "I've chashayed around 
these motmtains ever since I got back from Calif omey 
in fifty-four and I know good rocks. I can't just lay my 
pick on the vein, but I'm due to find it soon, for I'm 
a-gettin' old. Why, consider the float, it's everywhere 
— and you know there's colors in every sand-bar? 
There's got to be a ledge somewhere dose by." 

The widow snorted. * * Hah ! Yiss, flo-at ! Me windy- 
sills is burthened with dirty float-^but where's the 
gould?" 

" I'll find it, Mrs. Ddaney — but you must be patient," 
be mildly replied. 

*'Pi int! Me, pashint! Sure Job was a complainin' 
mill i beside me, Sherm Bidwell. Me boarders 
mrunk to five and you're one o' the five — ^and here 
3 e after another grub-stake to go picnicking into 

i mountains wid. I know your smooth tongue — sure 
i a —but ye're up against me determination this toime, 
X prince. Ye don't get a pound o' meat nor a measure 
O' nxr from Maggie Delaney — " 

^ th an air of resigned Christian fortitude 

x tne low delivered herself. To tell the truth, 

*iad 3d to th precise words before — and re- 

tnem spoken publicly. 

>therb< "slu led their supper in silence and 
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THE GRUB-STAKER 

went out, but Bidwdl lingered to wheedle the mistress 
while she ate her own fill at the splotched and littered 
table. The kerosene-lamp stood dose to her plate and 
brought out the glow of her cheek and deepened the 
blue of her eyes into violet. She was still on the right 
side of forty and well cared for. 

Bidwdl shot a shy glance at Her. "I like to stir jrou 
up, Maggie darlin'; it makes you purty as a girl." 

She caught up a loaf of bread and heaved it at bim. 
He caught it deftly and inquired, guilelessly: ''Is this 
the first of my grub-stake, lassie?" 

*'It is not! 'Tis the last crumb ye'U have of me. 
Out wid ye! Grub-stake indade! You go out this 
night, me bucko!" 

Bidwdl rose in pretended fright and shuffled to the 
door. " I don't need much — a couple o' sacks o' flour — " 

She lifted an arm. ''You tramp!" 

He slammed the door just in time to prevent a cup 
from flying straight into his smiling eyes. After a mo- 
ment of silent laughter, and with a wink at the men in 
the "office," he reopened the door and said: 

*'Ye're a warm-hearted, handsome girl, Maggie. 
Two strips o' bacon — " 

A muffled cry and a crash caused him to again slam 
the door and withdraw. 

Coming back to the middle of the room, he took out 
le and b^;an to fill it. One of the younger men 

t that grub-stake over the eye; the widdy 
I to-night." 

sned not much concerned. Having fired his 
EQ ::e of rock from his pocket. "What 

ic o' tnis?" he inquired, casually. 
: examined it eagerly, and broke out: "J< 

S 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

cripes! Why, say! that's jest rotten with gold Where'd 
you find it?" 

"Out in the hills," was the placid reply; ''a new 
vein — high up." 

The third man took the rock and said: "That vein 
has got to be low down — ^that can't come from high up. 
We're on the wrong trail. Think o' Cripple Creek — 
mine's right under the grass on the hills. Yer can't 
fool me." 

"But we know the veins are high — ^we've seen 'em," 
argued the other men. 

"Yes — but they're different veins. This rock comes 
from lower down." 

"What do you say to that, Sherm?" 

"One guess is as good as another," he replied, and 
moved away with his piece of ore. 

"The old man's mighty fly this evenin'. I wonder if 
he really has trailed that float to a standstill. I'd sooner 
think he's stringin' us." 

Bidwell went out on the edge of the ravine, and for a 
long time sat on a rock, listening to the roar of the swift 
stream and looking up at the peaks which were still 
covered with heavy yellow snow, stained with the im- 
palpable dust which the winter winds had rasped from 
the exposed ledges of rock. It was chill in the cafion, 
and the old man shivered with cold as well as with a 
sense of discouragement. For twenty years he had r^;u- 
larly gone down into the valleys in winter to earn money 
?nth which to prospect in summer — all to no purpose. 
For years Margaret Ddaney had been his very present 
help in time of trouble, and now she had broken with 
him, and under his mask of smiling incredulity he carried 
a profoundly disturbed conscience. His benefactress was 
in deadly earnest — she meant every word she said — ^that 
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THE GRUB-STAKER 

he felt, and unless she rdented he was lost, for he had 
letumed from the valley this time without a dollar to 
call his own. He had a big, strong mule and some 
blankets and a saddle — nothing further. 

The wind grew stronger and keener, roaring down the 
cafion with the breath of the upper snows, and the man's 
blood cried out for a fire Qtme stands dose to winter 
in the high ranges of the Crestones), and at last he rose 
stiffly and returned to the little sitting-room, where he 
found the widow in the midst of an argument with her 
boarders to prove that they were all fools together for 
hangin' to the side of a mountain that had no more gould 
in it than a flatiron or a loomp o' coal — sure thing! 

'*What you goin' to do about our assays?" asked 
young Johnson. 

''Assays, is it? Annybody can have assays — ^that will 
pay the price. Ye're all lazy dogs in the manger, that's 
phwat ye air. Ye assay and want somebody dse to pay 

fer the privil^e of workin'. Why don't ye work yer- 
sa^ I — ye loots? Sit around here expectin' some wan 
i to shovel gould into yer hat. Ye'll pay me yer 
be d — moind that," she ended, making a personal ap- 
ph ion of her theories; "ivery wano' ye." 

If ly lingering resolution remained in Bidwell's heart 

it mel 1 away as he listened to Mrs. Ddaney's throaty 

! id plain, bltmt words. Opening the door timidly, 

1 in and without looking at the angry woman 

his bundles, which lay behind the door. 
a s voice rang out: "Where ye gawtm wid 

St ightened. ** They're my bundles, I reckon, 
do as he likes with his own?" 
L he's owin' fer board. Put thim boondles 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

The culprit sighed and sat down on the bundles. 
Even young Johnson lost his desire to laugh, for Bidwell 
looked pathetically old and discouraged at the moment, 
as he mildly asked: 

''You wouldn't send a man out in the night without 
his blankets, would you?" 

"I'd send a sneak to purgatory — if I c'u'd. Ye thought 
ye'd ooze out, did ye? Nice spedment you arel'* 

Bidwell was roused. ''If I had planned to sneak I 
wouldn't 'a' come into the room with you a-standin' 
in the middle of the floor," he replied, with some firm- 
ness. "You ordered me out, didn't you? Well, I'm 
goin'. I can't pay you — ^you knew that when you told 
me to go — and I owe you a good deal — I admit that — 
but I'm going to pay it. But I must have a little time." 

The other men, with a grateful sense of delicacy, got 
up and went out, leaving Bidwell free space to justify 
himself in the eyes of the angry woman. 

As the door slammed behind the last man the widow 
walked over and gave Bidwell a cufi. "Get off thim 
boondles. Gaw set on a chair like a man, an' not squat 
there like a baboon." She pitched his bundles through 
aa open door into a small bedroom. "Ye know where 
yer bed is, I hope! I do' know phwat Dan Delaney 
Vu'd say to me, housin' and fee^' the likes o' you, 
tmt m do it wan more summer — and then ye gaw 
%sfi^. Ye hear that now !" 

, And she threw the door back on its hinges so sharply 
tiiat a knob was broken. 

BidweU went in, closed the door gently, and took to 
lib bed, dazed wit^ this sudden change in the climate. 
**She'8 come round before — and surprised me," he 
l^ioiig^t, ''but never so dtim sudden as this. I hope 
ain't ack or anything." 



THE GRUB-STAKER 

Next morning at breakfast Maggie was all smiles. 
The storm of the evening before had given place to bril- 
liant sunshine. She ignored all winks and nudgings 
among her boarders, and did not scruple to point out 
to Bidwell the choicest biscuit on the plate, and to hand 
him the fattest slice of bacon, all of which he accepted 
without elation. 

''Old Sherm must be one o* these hjrpnotical chaps/' 

said Johnson as they were lighting tiieir pipes in the 

sitting-room. "He's converted the widow into another 

helping. He's goin' to get his flour and bacon all right!" 

*'You bet he is, and anything else he wants. Beats 

me what she finds in that old side-winder, anyhow." 

''Oh, Sherm isn't so worse if he had a decent outfit." 

Bidwell was deeply touched by Maggie's demency, 

and would have put his feelings into the best terms he 

was familiar with, but the widow stopped him. 

"The best way to thank me is to hustle out and trail 
up that flo-at. If it's there, find it. If it's not there, 
give o'er the search, for ye are a gray man, Sherm 
Bidwell, and I'm not the woman I was eight years 
ago. 

In the exaltation of the moment Bidwell rose, and his 
shoulders were squared as he said : " I'm a-goin', Maggie. 
If I find it 111 come back and marry you. If I don't — 
I'tt lay my useless old bones in the hills." 
**Ah: — go 'long! Don't be a crazy fool!" she said, 
) flushed with pleasure at the sincerity of his 
" ] /e made such promises ivery time before." 
1 have, but I mean it now." 
so that's the way of it — ^ye didn't mean it 
that phwat ye're sayin'?" 
pose collapsed. "You know what I mean — 
such a tormentin' little devil." 
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Thank ye for the compliment, Mr. Bidwell." 

Bidwell turned. "I'm going after old Nebuchad- 
nezzar," he said, firmly. "I can't waste time on a 
chicken-headed woman — " 

**Out wid ye before I break the measly head of ye!** 
she retorted. 

An hour later, with his mule packed with food and 
blankets and tools, he moved oflE up the trail. The other 
men stood to watch him go, consumed with curiosity, 
yet withholding all question. 

The widow did not so much as look from the door as 
her grub-staker disappeared. 

II 

Three days later Bidwell crept stealthily down the 
trail, leading his mule as silently as possible. He timed 
his arrival so that Mrs. Delaney would be in the kitchen 
alone with the Chinaman, getting the dishes ready for 
breakfast. 

Who is ut?" called the widow as he softly knocked. 
Me — Sherm," he replied. 

Saints in hevin ! What's the matter ? Are ye sick ?" 
she gasped as she fltmg the door open. 

**'Sh! Don't speak so loud," he commanded. "Sit 
down; I want to speak solemn-like to you." 

His tone impressed her deeply. "Have ye struck 
ut?" she asked, tremulously. 

" I hain't found it yet, but I want to tell ye — I believe 
I've had a hunch. Send the 'chink' away." 

Something in his tone stopped all scomftd words upon 
her lips. Ordering the Chinaman to bed, she turned 
and asked: 

"Phwat do ye mean? Spake, man!" 

lO 
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"Well, ^, as I started up the trail something kept 
sayin' to me, 'Sherman, you're on the wrong track.' 
It was just as if you pulled my sleeve and nudged me 
and said, 'This way!' I couldn't sleep that night. I 
just lay on the ground and figured. Up there high — 
terrible high — are seams of ore — I know that — ^but they're 
in granite and hard to get at. That's one gold belt. 
There'smoney ina mine up there, but it will take money 
to get it. Then there's another gold belt down about 
here — or even lower — and I've just come to the con- 
dusion that our mine, Maggie, is down here in the foot- 
hills, not on old Blanca." 

The air of mystery which enveloped and transformed 
the man had its effect on the woman. Her eyes opened 
wide 

"Was it a voice like?" 

"No, it was more like a pull. Seemed to be pulling 
me to cross the creek where I found that chunk of por- 
ph'ritic limestone. I couldn't sleep the second night — 
and I've been in camp up there in Burro Park tryin' to 
figure it all out. I hated to give up and come back — I 
was afraid ye'd think I was weakening — ^but I can't 
hdp it. Now I'll teU jrou what I'm going to do — I'm 
going to make a camp over on the north side of the 
ere I don't want the boys to know where I've 

go I, but I wanted you to know what I'm doing — I 
d you to know — it's plum ghostly — it scared 

«red, *' Mebbe ifs Dan.** 

it o' that. Him and me were always good 
he was in my mind all the while." 
d on, Sherm; it may be the divil leadin' ye 
y'r neck as did Dan. 'Twas over there 
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"Well, I thought o' that, too. It's either Dan or the 
devil, and I'm going to find out which." 

"The saints go wid ye!" said the widow, all her super- 
stitious fears aroused. "And if it is Dan he'll sure be 
good to you fer my sake." 

Ill 

Sierra Blanca is the prodigious triple-turreted tower 
which stands at the southern elbow of the Sangre de 
Cristo range. It is a massive but symmetrical moun- 
tain, with three peaks so nearly of the same altitude that 
the central dome seems the lowest of them all, though it 
is actually fourteen thousand four hundred and eighty 
feet above the sea. On the west and south this great 
mass rises from the flat, dry floor of the San Luis Valley 
in sweeping, curving lines, and the pifions cover these 
lower slopes like a robe of bronze green. 

At eight thousand feet above the sea these suave lines 
become broken. The pifions give place to pine and fir, 
and the somber cafions he^ to ysL?m, It was just here, 
where the grassy hills b^an to break into savage walls, 
that Bidwell made his camp beside a small stream which 
fell away into Bear Creek to the south. From this camp 
he could look far out on the violet and gold of the valley, 
and see the railway trains pass like swift and monstrous 
dragons. He could dimly see the lights of Las Animas 
also, and this led him to conceal his own camp-fire. 

Each day he rode forth, skirting the cliffs, examining 
every bit of rock which showed the slightest mineral 
stain. Scarcely a moment of the daylight was wasted 
in this search. His mysterious guide no longer touched 
him, and this he took to be a favorable omen. " I'm near 
it," he said. 
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One day he hitched his mule to a small dead pine at 
the foot of a steep cli£E, and was climbing to the sum- 
mit when a stone, dislodged by his feet, fell, bounced, 
thtmiped the mule in the ribs, and so scared the ani- 
mal that he pulled up the tree and ran away. 

Angry and dispirited (for he was hungry and tired) 
Bidwdl dambered down and b^an to trail the mule 
toward camp. The tree soon clogged the runaway and 
brought him to a stand in a thicket of willows. 

As Bidwdl knelt to untie the rope his keen eyes de- 
tected the glitter of gold in the dirt which still dung to 
the moist root of the pine. With a sudden conviction of 
having unearthed his fortune, the miner sprang to his 
saddle and hurried bade to the spot whence the tree 
had been rived. It was dusk by the time he reached the 
spot, but he could detect gold in the friable rock which 
Uned the cavity left by the uprooted sapling. With a 
mind too exdted to sleep he determined to stay with his 
find till morning. To leave it involved no real risk of 
losiog it, and yet he could not bring himsdf to even 
bcdld a camp-fire, for fear some one might be drawn 
from the darkness to dispute his daim. 
It was a terribly long night, and when old Blanca's 
itfaem peak b^an to gleam out of the purple receding 
the night the man's brain was numb with specu- 
01 id suspense. Hovering over the little heap of 
rock which he had scooped out with his hands, 
in almost frenzied impatience for the sun. 

tdl by the feeling that the ore was what 

nis grade call ''rotten quartz," and he knew 

d free gold in enormous ridmess. It was 

30uld crumble it in his hands, and so ydlow 

OS that it looked like Itunps of day as the 

( ae. A stranger happening upon him 
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would have feared for his reason, so pale was his face, so 
bloodshot his eyes. 

At last he could again detect the gleam of gold. Each 
moment as the light grew the value of the ore increased. 
It was literally meshed with rusty free gold. The whole 
mound was made up of a disintegrated ledge of porph}^^ 
emd thousands of dollars were in sight. As his mind 
grasped these facts the miner rose and danced — but he 
did not shout! 

All that day he worked swiftly, silently, like an animal 
seeking to escape an enemy, digging out this rock and 
carrying it to a place of concealment in a deep thicket 
not far away. He did not stop to eat or drink till mid- 
afternoon, and then only because he was staggering with 
weakness and his hands were growing ineffective. After 
eating he fell asleep and did not wake till deep in the 
night. For some minutes he could not remember what 
had happened to him. At last his good fortune grew real 
again. Saddling his mule, he rode up the creek and 
crossed miles above his newly discovered mine, in order 
to conceal his trail, and it was well toward dawn before 
he tapped on the widow's window. 
Is that you, Sherm?" she asked. 
Yes. Get up quick; I have news!" 

When she opened the kitchen door for him she started 
back. "For love of God, man, phwat have you been 
doin' wid yersilf ?'* 

"Be quiet!" he commanded, sharply, and crept in, 
staggering under the weight of a blanket full of ore. 
"You needn't work any more, Maggie; I've got it. 
Here it is!" 

"Man, ye're crazy! What have you there? Not 
gould!" 

You bet it is! Quartz jest rotten with gold. Where 

14 
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can I hide it?" His manner would not have been wilder 
had his bag of ore been the body of a man he had mur- 
dered. "Quick ! It's ahnost daylight." 

" Let me see ut. I do not bdieve ut." 

He untied the blanket, and as the comers tmrolled, 
disclosing the red-brown mass, even her unskilled eyes 
could see the gleaming grains of pure metal. She fell on 
her knees and crossed herself. 

"Praise be to Mary I Where did ye find ut — and how?** 

"Not a word about that. I'm scared. If any one 
should find it while I am away they could steal thousands 
of ddlars. Why, it's like a pocket in a placerl Get me 
eveiy sack you can. Give me grub — and hide this. 
There are tons of it ! This is the best of it. We are rich 
— rich as Jews, Maggie!" 

They worked swiftly. The widow emptied a cracker- 
barrel and put the ore at the bottom, and then timibled 
the crackers in on top of the ore. She set out some cold 
meat and bread and butter, and while Bidwell ate she 
brought out every rag that could serve as a sack. 

"I'll have more for ye to-morrow. I wish I cVd go 
wid ye, Sherm. I'd like to set me daws at work at that 
dirt." 

"I need help, but I am afraid to have a man. Well, 
I m be oflE. Good-by. I'll be back to-night with an- 
: .1 guess old Sherm is worth a kiss yet — eh — 

\^, K d ye. Can't ye see the dawn is comin'?" 
la * she ran up to him and gave him a great 
lere — ^now haste ye !' ' 
b!" 

ave itself!" she replied, and turned to brush 
rumbs. "That Chinese divil has sharp 
muttered. 

IS 
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IV 

It was inevitable that the golden secret should escape. 
Others besides the Chinese cook had sharp eyes, and the 
Widow Delaney grew paler and more irritable as the 
days wore on. She had a hunted look. She hardly ever 
left her kitchen, it was observed, and her bedroom door 
had a new lock. Every second night Bidwell, gaunt and 
ragged, and furtive as a burglar, brought a staggering 
mule-load of the richest ore and stowed it away under 
the shanty floor and in the widow's bedroom. Luckily 
miners are sound sleepers, or the two midnight marauders 
would have been discovered on the second night. 

One day John, the cook, seized the cracker-barrel, in* 
tending to put it into a different comer. He gave it a 
slight wrench, looked a little surprised, and lifted a little 
stronger. It did not budge. He remarked: 

"Klackds belly hebby. No sabbe klackds allee same 
deese." 

*'Let Ihai aloner screamed Mrs. Delaney. ^'Phwat 
will ye be doin' nixt, ye sqtiint-eyed monkey? I'll tell 
ye whin to stir things about.'' 

The startled Chinaman gave way in profound dismay. 
Me goin' s'eep lound klackel-ballell, you sabbe?" 
Well, I'll do the sweepin' there. I nailed that 
barrel to the flure apurpis. L'ave it alone, will ye?" 

This incident decided her. That night, when Bid- 
well came, she broke out: 

"Sherm, I cannot stand this anny longer. I'm that 
nairvous I can't hear a fly buzz widout hot streaks 
chasin' up and down me spine like little red snakes. 
And man, luk at yersilf . Why, ye're hairy as a go-at and 
yer eyes are loike two white onions. I say stop, Sherm 
dear!" 

i6 
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''What 11 we do?" asked Bidwell in alann. 
"Do? I'll tell ye phwat we'll do. We'll put our feets 
down and say, 'Yis, 'tis true, we've shtruck ut, and 
it's ours.' Then I'll get a team from Las Animas and 
load the stuff in before the face and eyes of the world, 
and go wid it to sell it, whilst you load y'r gun an' stand 
guard over the hole in the gxxnmd. I'm fair crazy wid 
this burglar's business. We're both as thin as quakin' 
asps and full as shaky. You go down the trail this min- 
ute and bring a team and a strong wagon — no wan will 
know till ye drive in. Now go!" 

Bidwdl was ruled by her dear and sensible words, 
and rode away into the dear dark ci the summer's night 
with a feeling that it was all a dream — a vision such as 
he had often had while prospecting in the mountains; 
but, as day came on and he looked back upon the red 
hole he had made in the green hillside, the reality of it 
all came to pinch his heart and make him gasp. His 
stor^ouse, his well of golden waters, was unguarded, 
and open to the view of any one who should chance to 
look that way. He beat his old mule to a gallop in the 
frenzy of the moment. 

The widow meanwhile got breakfast for the men, and 

as cm as they were off up the trail she set the awed and 

ing Chinaman to hauling the sacks of ore out 

h the shanty and piling them conveniently 

me roadway. She watched every movement and 

off h sack like a shipping-derk "Merciful 

rk that man did!" she exclaimed, allud- 

dl, who had dug all that mass of ore 

lit in the night from the mine to its safe 

• 

Mrs. Clark, the storekeeper's wife, saw them 
came over to see what was going on. 
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"Good morning, Mrs. Ddaney. You're not going to 

move?" 

1 1 ^^ % % 
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lam." 

I*m sorry. What's the reason of it? Why, that 
looks like ore!" she said as she peered at a sack. 

** It 15 ore! and I'm goin' to ship it to the mill. Have 
ye anny objection?" asked Mrs. Delaney, defiantly. 

"Where did it come from?" 

"That's my btisiness. There's wan more under there," 
she said to the Chinaman, and as he came creeping out 
like a monstrous bug tugging a pair of Bidwell's overalls 
(ore-filled), as if they formed the trunk of a man whom 
he had murdered and hidden, Mrs. Clark turned and 
fled toward the store to tell her husband. 

"There ye go, now! Ye screech-owl," sneered the 
Widow Delaney. "It's all up wid us; soon the whole 
world will know of ut. Well — ^we're here first," she de- 
fiantly added. 

Clark came over, pale with excitement. "Let me see 
that ore!" he called out as he ran up and laid his hand 
on a sack. 

"Get off — and stay off!" said Maggie, whipping a re- 
volver out of her podcet. "That's my ore, and you let 
it alone!" 

Clark recoiled in surprise, but the widow's aniiety to 
protect her property added enormously to his excitement. 
"The ore must be very rich," he argued. "How do I 
know but that comes from one of my claims?" he asked. 

The widow thrust the muzzle of the revolver under 
his nose. "Would ye call me a thafe? 'Tis well Bid- 
well is not here; he'd do more than make ye smell of 
a gun. Go back to yer own business — if ye value a whole 
skin — an' stay away from phwat does not concern ye." 

All this was characteristically intemperate of Maggie, 
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and by the time Bidwell came clattering up the trail 
with a big freight-wagon the whole gulch was aroused* 
and a dozen men encircled the heap of motley bags on 
which Mrs. Delaney sat, keeping them at bay. 

When she heard the wagon her nerves steadied a little 
and she said, more soberly: "Boys, there comes Bidwdl 
with a wagon to haul this stuff away, and, Johnson, you 
help him load it while I go see about dinner." 

As Bidwell drove up a mutter of amazement ran rotmd 
the group and each man had his say. 

"Why, Bid, what's the matter? You look like a man 
found dead." 

"I'm just beginning to live!" said Bidwell, and the 
reply was long remembered in Bear Gulch. 

"Well, now ye know all about it, ye gawks, take hold 
and hdp the man load up. I'll have dinner ready fer 
ye in a snort," repeated the widow. 

Clark drew his partners aside. "He packed that ore 
here; he must have left a trail. You take a turn up the 
canon and see if you can't find it. It's dose by some- 
where." 

Bidwdl saw them conferring and called out: "You 

needn't take any trouble, Clark; I'll lead you to the 

olace af r dinner. My claim is staked and application 

1— don't try any tridcs on me." 

J dow's eyes were equally keen, and the growing 

r of the men did not escape her. Coming out 

m( idwich, she said: "'Twill not do to 

tn; take this in yer fist and go. They'll 

pm' ^ay like snakes if ye don't. I'll take 

t are — ^we'U make it somehow — and I'll stay 

t's paid for." 

right. The miners were struggling with the 
desire and ready to stampede at any mo- 
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ment. Hastily packing his mtde, Bidwdl started up 
the trail, saying: 

"Fall in behind me, boys, and don't scrouge. The 
man who tries to crowd me oflE the trail will regret it." 

They were qtiiet enough till he left the trail and started 
down toward the Bear. Then Johnson cried, "I know 
where it is!" and plunged with a whoop into the thicket 
of willows that bordered the creek. 

"Mebbe he does and mebbe he don't," said Clark. 
** I'm going to stick by Bid till we get the lay o' the land." 

They maintained fairly good order until Bidwell's 
trail became a plain line leading up the hillside; then 
the stampede began. With wild halloos and resounding 
thwacking of mules they scattered out, raced over the 
hilltop, and disappeared, leaving Bidwdl to plod on with 
his laden burro. 

When he came in sight of his mine men were hammer* 
ing stakes into the ground on all sides of the discovery 
claim, and Clark and Johnson were in a loud wrangle as 
to who reached the spot first. Leading his mule up to 
the diS wall where he had built a shdter, Bidwdl un- 
packed his outfit, and as he stood his rifie against a rock 
he said: 

' ' I'm planted right here, ndghbors. My roots run deep 
undergrotmd, and the man who tries to jump this claim 
will land in the middle of hell fire — now, that's right." 

Their daims once staked and their loud difEerences 
stilled, the men had leisure to come and examine the 
discovery daim. 

"You've the best of it," said Cantor, an old miner. 
"There may not be an ounce of gold outside your vein. 
It's a curious formation; I can't tdl how it nms." 

Toward night the other miners left and went back to 
camp, leaving Bidwdl alone. As darkness came on he 
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grew nervous again. "They'd kill me if they dared,'* 
he muttered, as he crouched in his shelter, his gun on his 
knee. He was very sleepy, but resolved not to dose his 
eyes. **K I only had a dog — some one I could trust; 
but I haven't a soul," he added, bitterly, as his weakness 
grew. The curse of gold sat heavily upon him and his 
hands were lax with weariness. 

''I was a fool to let Maggie go off with that ore," he 
muttered, his mind following the widow in her perilous 
journey down the gulch. He did not distrust her; he 
only feared her ability to override the difficulties of her 
mission. For the best part of his life he had sought the 
metal beneath his feet, and, now that he had found it, 
his blood ran cold with suspicion and fear. 

Daylight brought a comparative sense of safety, and, 
buSding a fire, he cooked his breakfast in peace — 
though his eyes were restless. "Oh, they'll come," he 
said, aloud. "They'll boil in here on me in another hour 
or two." 

And they did. The men from Delaney came first, 
followed a little later by their partners from the high 
gulches, and after them the genuine stampeders. The 
merchants, derks, hired hands, barbers, hostlers, and 
half-starved lawyers from the valley towns came pour- 
ing up the trail and, pausing just long enough to see the 
of gold in Bidwell's dump, flung themselves upon 
, seizing the first unclaimed contiguous claim 
C : ird to its diaracter or formation. Their 
, they began to roam, pawing at the earth 
I and quite as ineffectually. Swarms of 
curious surrounded Bidwell's hole in the 
ng at the ore and flooding the air with 
q ons till the old man in desperation 
Dtt nis premises and set up a notice: 
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"Keep gB. this gxxnind or meet trouble!" 

To his friends he explained, ** Every piece of rock they 
carry off is worth so much money." 

"YeVe enough here to buy the warrld, mon," pro- 
tested Angus Craig, an old miner from the north. 

**I don't know whether I have or not," said Bidwell. 
**It may be just a little spatter of gold." 

That night the whole range of foot-hills was noisy with 
voices and sparkling with camp-fires. From the treeless 
valleys below these lights could be seen, and the heavily 
laden trains of the San Luis Accommodation trailed a 
loud hallelujah as the incoming prospectors lifted their 
voices in joyous greeting to those on the motmtainside. 

"It's another Cripple Creek!" one man shouted, and 
the cry struck home. "We're in on it," they all exulted. 

Bidwell did not underestimate his importance in this 
rush of gold-frenzied men. He was appalled by the 
depth and power of the streams centering upon him. 
For weeks he had toiled to the full stretch of his powers 
without sufficient sleep, and he was deathly weary, 
emaciated to the bone, and trembling with nervous weak- 
ness, but he was indomitable. A long life of camping, 
prospecting, and trenching had fitted him to withstand 
even this strain, and to "stay with it" was an instinct 
with him. Therefore he built a big fire not far from the 
mine and spread his blankets there; but he did not lie 
down till after midnight, and only then because he 
could not keep awake, even while in sitting posture. 
"I must sleep, anyhow," he mutterpd. "I can't stand 
this any longer. I must sleep" — ^And so his eyes closed. 

He was awakened by a voice he knew calling out : "Is 
this the way ye watch y'r mine, Sherm Bidwell?" And, 
looking up, he saw the Widow Delaney sitting astride a 
mule and looking down at him with tender amusement. 
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Ye are a pitcher, surel Ye look like wan o' the holy 
saints of ould — or a tramp. Hdp me off this baste and 
111 turn to and scorch a breakfast for ye." 

He staggered stiffly to his feet and awkwardly ap- 
proached her. "I had only jttst dropped off," he 
apologized. 

''Ye poor lad!" she said, compassionately. "Ye're 
stiff as a poker wid cold." 

"How did ye come out with the ore?" he asked. 

"Thrust y'r Maggie! I saw it loaded into a car and 
sent away. Bedad, I had a moind to go wid it to the 
mill, but I says, Sherm nor mesilf can be in two places 
to wanst. So I gave o'er the notion and came home. 
They'll thieve the half of it, av coorse, but so goes the 
world, divil catch it!" 

The widow was a powerful reinforcement. She got 
breakfast while Bidwell dozed again, and with the in- 
fluence of hot coffee and the genial sun the firm grew 
confident of holding at least the major part of their 
monstrous good luck. 

"Thrust no wan but me," said the widow in decisive 

tming. "The world is full of rogues. From this 

ae ivery man's hand is agin' y'r gold — schamin' to 

I h y'r pockets. Rest yersilf and I'll look after the 

g Id. Prom this toime on we work only wid our 

b 

< L in ed become the captain. On her advice 
t i I for ore-sacks and tools, while other willing 
to work to build a cabin to shelter them, 
in' no chances," she said; "we camp right 

' L Animas, Crestone, Powder Gulch, and 

3tied themselves upon the hills, and among 

) representatives of big firms in Denver, 
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Colorado Springs, and Pueblo. The path past the Mag- 
gie Mine was worn deep by the feet of the gold-seekers, 
and Bidwell's rude pole barrier was polished by the 
nervous touch of greedy palms. 

About ten o'clock a quiet man in a gray suit of dothes 
asked Bidwell if he wanted to sell. Bidwell said "No," 
short and curt, but Maggie asked, with a smile, "How 
much?" 

" Enough to make you comfortable for life. If it runs 
as well as this sample I'll chance fifty thousand dollars 
on it." 

Maggie snorted. "Fifty thousand! Why, I tuk 
twoice that to the mill last night." 

"Let me get in and examine the mine a little closer. 
I may be able to raise my bid." 

"Not till ye make it wan hundred thousand may you 
even have a luk at it," she replied. 

Other agents came — some confidential, others coldly 
critical, but all equally unsuccessful. The two "idiots" 
could not see why they should turn over the gold which 
lay there in sight to a ^mdicate. It was theirs by 
every right, and though the offers went far beyond their 
conception they refused to consider them. 

All day axes resounded in the firs, and picks were busy 
in the gullies. Camp goods, provisions, and bedding 
streamed by on trains of mules, and by nightfall a city 
was in its initial stages — tent stores, open-air saloons, 
eating-booths, and canvas hotels. A few of the swarm- 
ing incomers were skeptical of the find, but the larger 
ntmiber were hilariously boastful of their locations, and 
around their evening camp-fires groups gathered to 
exult over their potentialities. 

The sim had set, but the western slope of the hill was 
still brilliant with light as Bidwell's messenger with his 
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e [nled high with bales of ore-sadcs came 
mp of firs at the comer of Bidwell's claim. 
wed by a tall maa who rode with a tired 
irvous clutching at the reiiL 
red and oulaimed, "May I be shot if the 
n't taldii' a hand in the rush!" 
lotdced unwontedly rosy as she ooncIusivd.y 
for him, man dear I" 
What for?" 

was dose enough now to put her hand in 
lis elbow. "To make us wan, Shenn dar- 
no time like the prisent." 
■ged at his ragged beard. "I wish I bad 
up a tnt." 

« pUnty of time for that afterward," she 
'elcome the minister." 
^ce of old Angus Craig and young Johnstm 
arried, and when the minister gave Mrs. 
ising smack she wiped her Ups with the 
land and said to Bidwdl: 
I ayqul partners, Shenn, and all old scores 

igus wagged his head and said, "Canny 
fl" 

lews of this marriage reached the camp 
ghter and disorder were let loose. Start- 
nvhere afar off, a loud procession formed, 
ttles far drums and aspen-bark whistles 
1 caterwaul and halloo, the whole loosdy 
' of prospectors surrounded the little log 
laggie Mine and shouted in wild discord: 
C«ne forth!" 

A speech I" 

for poking his revolver out through the 
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unchinked walls and ordering the mob to disperse, but 
his wife was diplomatic. 

"Tis but an excuse to get drink," she said. "Go 
give them treat." 

So Bidwell went forth, and, while a couple of stalwart 
friends lifted him high, he shouted, sharp and to the point , 
••It's on me, Clark!" 

The mob, howling with delight, rushed upon him and 
bore him away, struggling and sputtering, to Clark's 
saloon, where kegs of beer were broached and the crowd 
took a first deep draught. Bidwell, in alarm for Maggie, 
b^:an to fight to get back to the cabin. But cries arose 
for the bride. 

"The bride— let's see the bride!" 

Bidwdl expostulated. "Oh no! Leave her alone. 
Are you gentlemen? If you are, you won't insist on see- 
ing her." 

In the midst of the crowd a dear voice rang out: 

"The bride, is it? Well, here she is. Get out o' me 
way." 

"Clear the road there for the bride!" yelled a hundred 
voices as Maggie walked calmly up an aisle densely 
walled with strange men. She had been accustomed 
to such characters all her life, and knew them too well 
to be afraid. Mounting a beer-keg, she turned a be- 
nign face on the crowd. The light of the torches lighted 
her hair till it shone like spun gold in a halo round her 
head. She looked very handsome in the warm, sym- 
pathetic light of the burning pitch-pine. 

"Oh yiss, Oi'll make a speech; I'm not afraid of a 
handful of two-by-fours like you tenderfeet from the 
valley, and when me speech is ended ye'U go home and 
go to bed. Eleven days ago Sherm, me man, discovered 
this lode. Since then we've both worked night and day 
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to git out the ore — we're dog-tired — sure we are — but 
we're raisonable folk and here we stand. Now gaze y'r 
fill and go home and Tave us to rest — like y'r dacent 
mothers would have ye do." 

"Good for you, Maggie I" called old Angus Craig, who 
stood near her. **Mak' way, lads!" 

The men opened a path for the bride and groom and 
raised a thundering cheer as they passed. 

Old Angus Craig shook his head again and said to 
Johnson: "Sik a luck canna last. To strike a lode and 
win a braw lass a' in the day, ye may say. Hoo-iver. 
he waited lang for baith." 



THE CX)W-BOSS 

— the reckless cowboy on his watch* 
eyed bronco still lopes across the 
grassy foot-hills — or holds his milling 
herd in the high parhs. 



n 

THE COW-BOSS 



THE post-office at Eagle River was so small that 
McCoy and his herders always spoke of the official 
within as " the Badger," saying that he mtist surely back 
into his den fen* lack of room to turn round. I£s pre- 
sentment at the arched loophole in his stockade was for- 
midable. His head was large, his brow high and seamed, 
his beard long and tangled, and the look of his hazd-gray 
eyes remote with cold abstraction. 

"He's not a man to monkey with," said McCoy when 

the boys complained that the old seed had put up a sign, 

"NO SPITTING IN THIS OFFICE." "I'd advise 

you to b accordingly. I reckon he's boss of that thing 

i I s in there. He's a Populist, but he's r^[ularly 

y Lted by the President, and I don't see that we're 

in ly position to prestmie to spit if he objects. No» 

I't a thing to do but get up a petition and have 

lemoved — and I won't agree to sign it when you 

ver was only a cattle-yard station, a shipping- 
mighty spread of rolling hills which make 
Valley range to the north and the Giampa 
Aside from the post-office, it possessed 
store, a boarding-house or two, and a low, 
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brown station-house. That was all» except during the 
autumn, when there was nearly always an outfit of cow- 
boys camped about the corrals, loading cattle or waiting 
for cars. 

On the day when this story opens, McCoy had packed 
away his last st^er, and, being about to take the train for 
Kansas City, called his foreman aside. 

"See here, Roy, seems to me the boys are extra boozed 
already. It's up to you to pull right out for the 
ranch." 

"That's what I'm going to try to do," answered Roy. 
"We'll camp at the head of Jack Rabbit to-night." 

"Good idea. Get 'em out of town before dark — 
every mother's son of 'em. I'll be back on Saturday." 

Roy Pierce was a dependable young fellow, and honest- 
ly meant to carry out the orders of his boss; but there 
was so Uttle by way of diversion in Eagle, the boys had 
to get drunk in order to punctuate a paragraph in their 
life. There was not a disengaged woman in the burg, 
and bad whisky was merely a sad substitute for romance. 
Therefore the settlers who chanced to meet this bunch 
of herders in the outskirts of Eagle River that night 
walked wide of them, for they gave out the sounds of 
battle. 

They could all ride like Cossacks, notwithstanding their 
dizzy heads, and though they waved about in their 
saddles like men of rubber, their faithful feet dtmg to 
their stirrups like those of a bat to its perch. In camp 
they scuffled, argued, ran foot-races, and howled deriave 
epithets at the cook, who was getting supper with 
drunken gravity, using pepper and salt with lavish 
hand. 

Into the midst of this hullabaloo Roy, the cow-boG6» 
rode, white with rage and quite sober. 

33 



THE COW-BOSS 



t< 



111 kill that old son of a gun one of these days/' 
sasd he to Henry Ring. 
"KjII who?" 

"That postmaster. K he wasn't a United States 
cfficer, I'd do it now." 

"What's the matter? Wouldn't he shuffle the mail 
fer you?" 

"Never Ufted a finger. * Nothing,* he bariced out at 
me. Didn't even look up till I let looee on him." 
"What did he do then?" 

"Poked an old Civil War pistol out of the window 
and told me to hike." 
"Which you did?" 

"Which I did, after passing him a few compliments. 

'Lay down your badge/ I says, 'come out o' your den, 

and 111 pepper you so full of holes that your hide won't 

hold blue-joint hay.' And I'll do it, too, the old hound !'* 

'But you got out," persisted Ring, maliciously. 

I got out, but I tdl you right now he's got some- 

thi] coming to him. No mail-sifter of a little two-f or- 

a mj, town like Eag^e is goin' to put it all over me that 

r and not repent of it. I've figured out a scheme to 

even with him, and you have got to help." 

£ staggered Henry, who heg^ to side-step and 

. ""Count me out on that," said he. "The old 

ti ed me just about the same way. I don't 

i; feller sure has a right to have his post- 

1 a blufE at shuffling the deck. But, after 

in t end the boss won his most trusted 

I L, for he was a youth of power, and be* 

au been roiled by the grizzled, crusty old 

re quite ready to take a hand in his 
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Roy developed his plot. "We'll pull out of camp 
about midnight, and ride round to the east, sneak in, 
and surround the old man's shack, shouting and yelling 
and raising Cain. He'll come out of his hole to order 
us off, and I'll rope him before he knows where he's at; 
then we'll toy with him for a few minutes — ^long enough 
to learn him a lesson in politeness — and let him go." 

No one in the gang seemed to see an3rthing specially 
humorous in this method of inculcating urbanity of 
manner, and at last five of them agreed to stand their 
share of the riot, although Henry Ring muttered some- 
thing about the man's being old and not looking very 
strong. 

"He's strong enough to wave a two-foot gtm," re- 
torted Roy, and so silenced all objection. 

One night as soon as the camp was quiet Pierce rose 
and, touching his marauders into activity, saddled and 
rode away as stealthily as the leader of a band of Indian 
scouts. He made straightway over the divide to the 
east, then turned, and, crossing the river, entered the 
town from the south, in order to deceive any chance 
observer. 

Just below the station, in a little gully, he halted his 
war-party and issued final orders. " Now I'll ride ahead 
and locate myself right near the back door; then when 
I strike a light you fellows come in and swirl round the 
shack like a gust o' hell. The old devil will come out 
the back door to see what's doin', and I'll jerk him end- 
wise before he can touch trigger. I won't hint him any 
more than he needs. Now don't stir till I'm id posi- 
tion." 

Silently, swiftly, his pony shuffled along the sandy 
road and over the railway-crossing. The town was 
soundless and tmlighted, save for a dim glow in the 
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td^raph office, and the air was keen and crisp with 
frost. As he approached the Badger's shack Pierce 
detected a gleam of light beneath the curtain of the side 
windows. "If he's awake, so much the better," he 
thought, but his nerves thrilled as he softly entered the 
shadow. 

Suddenly the pony trod upon something which made 
a prodigious crash. The door opened, a tall yoimg girl 
appeared in a wide flare of yellow light whidh ran out 
upon the grass like a golden carpet. With eager, anxious 
voice she called out: 

"Is that you. Doctor?" 

The raider stiffened in his saddle with surprise. His 
first impulse was to set spurs to his horse and vanish. 
His next was to tear off his disguise and wait, for the 
voice was sweeter than any he had ever heard, and the 
girl's form a vision of beauty. 

Alarmed at his silence, she again called out: "Who 
are you? What do you want?" 

"A neighbor, miss," he answered, dismoimting and 
stepping into the light. "Is there anything I can do 
for jrou?" 

At this moment hdl seemed to have let loose the wild- 
its warriors. With shrill whoopings, with flare of 
guns, Roy's faithful herders came swirling round 
t on, intent to do their duty, frenzied with delight 

J 1, furious at this breach of discipline. Pierce 

it them, waving his hat and raising the wild 

3 j!" with which he was wont to head off 

bu h of steers. "Stop it! Get out!" he 

xeeded in reaching the ears of one or 

: -s. "It's all off — ^there's a girl here. 

i jedoo!" 
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health, and her lips and eyes were deliciously young and 
sweet. Her anxious expression passed away as Roy 
confidently assured her that these seizures were seldom 
fatal. He didn't know a thing about it, but his tone 
was convincing. 

"I knew a man once who had these fits four or five 
times a year. Didn't seem to hurt him a bit. One 
funny thing — ^he never had 'em while in the saddle. 
They 'most alwa3rs come on just after a heavy meal. 
I reckon the old man must of over-et." 

Mrs. James came in soon — all too soon to please him 
— but he reported to her his message to Claywall. "A 
doctor will be down on 'the Cannonball' about five 
o'clock," he added. 

"That's very kind and thoughtful of you," said the 
girl. Then she explained to Mrs. James that Mr. Pierce 
had just driven off a horrid band of cowboys who were 
attaddng the town. 

The landlady snorted with contempt. "I'm so used 
to boozy cowboys howlin' roEund, I don't bat an eye 
when they shoot up the street. They're all a lot of 
cheap skates, anyway. You want to swat 'em with the 
mop if they come round; that's the way I do." 

Roy was nettled by her tone, for he was now very 
anxious to pose as a valorous defender of the innocent; 
bat agreed with her that "the boys were just having 
a little 'whiz' as they started home; they didn't mean 
no hann." 

"Ought I to sit in there?" the girl asked the woman, 
with a glance toward the inner room. 

"No; I don't think you can do any good. I'll just keep 
an eye on him and let you know if they's any change." 

The girl apologized for the looks of the kitchen. " Poor 
usde has been so feeble latdy he couldn't keep things 
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in order, and I haven't had any chance since I cama 
If you don't mind, I'll rid things up now; it 'U keep my 
mind occupied." 

"Good idea!" exclaimed Roy. "I'll help." 

He had been in a good many exciting mix-ups with 
steers, bears, cayuses, sheriffs' posses, and Indians, but 
this was ea^y the most stirring and amazing hour of 
his life. While his pony slowly slid away up the hill 
to feed, he, with flapping gtm and rattling spurs, swept, 
polished, and lifted things for Lida — ^that was her name 
— ^Lida Converse. 

"My folks live in Colorado Springs," she explained in 
answer to his questions. "My mother is not very well, 
and father is East, so I had to come. Uncle Dan was 
pretty bad when I got here, only not like he is now. 
This fit came on after the doctor went away at nine." 

"I'm glad your father was East," declared the raider, 
who was unable to hold to a serious view of the matter, 
now that he was in the midst of a charming and intimate 
conversation. "Just think — if he had 'a' come, I'd 
never have seen youP* 

She faced him in surprise and disapproval of his bold- 
ness. "You're pretty swift, aren't you?" she said, 
cuttingly. 

"A feller's got to be in this country," he replied, 
atily. 

S 3 LS prepared to be angry with him, but his candid, 

lus, admiring gaze disarmed her. "You've been 

e," she said, "and I feel very grateful; but I 

better not say any more such things to 



I't forget I chased off them redskins." 
at r were cowboys." 
1 did; I wanted to calm your mind." 
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She was a little puzzled by his blufiSng. ''I don't be- 
lieve there are any Indians over here." 

"Well, if they were cowboys, they were a fierce lot." 

She considered. " I've told you I feel grateful. What 
more can I do?" 

"A good deal; but, as you say, that can go over till 
to-morrow. Did I tell you that I had a bunch of cattle 
of my own?" 

" I don't remember of it." 

"Well, I have. I'm not one of these crazy oowbojrs 
who blows in all his wad on faro and drink — not on your 
life! I've got some ready chink stacked away in a 
Claywall bank. Want to see my bank-book?" 

She answered, curtly: "Please take that kettle of 
slop out and empty it. And what time did you say the 
e3cpress was due?" 

Roy was absorbed, ecstatic. He virtually forgot all 
the rest of the world. His herders could ride to the 
north pole, his pony might starve, the" Cannonball Ex- 
press go over the cli£E, the postmaster die, so long as he 
^ras left in service to this princess. 

"Lord A'mighty! wasn't I in luck?" he repeated to 
himself. "Suppose I'd 'a' roped her instead of the old 
man!" 

/ When he returned from listening for the train he 
found her washing her hands at the end of her task, and 
■ the room in such order as it had never known before. 
The sight of her standing there, flushed and very woman- 
ly* rolling down her sleeves, was more than the young 
fellow could silently observe. 

"I hope the old man 'U be a long time getting well," 
be said, abruptly. 

''That's a nice thing to sayl What do you mean by 
•uch a cruel wish?" 

40 



THE COW-BOSS 

"I see my finish when you go away. No more kmely 
ranch-life for me." 

"If you start in on that talk again I will not speak 
to you/' she declared, and she meant it. 

"All right, I'll shut up; but I want to tdl you I'm a 
trailer for keeps, and you can't lose me, no matter where 
you go. From this time on I forget everything in the 
world but you." 

^th a look of resolute reproof she rose and joined 
Mrs. James in the inner room, leaving Roy cowed and 
a good deal alarmed. 

"I reckon I'm a little too swift," he admitted; "but, 
oh, my soul! she's a peach!" 

When the train whistled, Lida came out again. "Will 
you please go to meet the doctor?" she asked, with no 
trace of resentment in her manner. 

"Sure thing; I was just about starting," he replied, 
instantly. 

While he was gone she asked Mrs. James if she knew 
the young man, and was much pleased to find that the 
sharp-tongued landlady had only good words to say of 
Roy Kerce. 

"He's no ordinary cowboy," she explained. "If he 
xnai up to you you needn't shy." 

w 1 he was making up to me? I never saw 

•. 
It to know! Well, anybody could see with half 
that he was naturally rustlin' round you. / 
I I'd known each other for years." 

I [it tears of mortification to the girl's eyes. 

( m L to be taken that way. Of course I 

» Deing grateful, after all he'd done; but 

1 une to be so misunderstood. It's mean 

L of him — and poor unde so sick.'* 
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''Now don't make a hill out of an ant-heap," said the 
old woman, vigorously. "No harm's done. You're a 
mighty slick girl, and these boys don't see many like 
you out here in the sage-brush and pifions. Facts are, 
you're kind o' upsettin' to a feller like Roy. You make 
him kind o' drunk-like. He don't mean to be sassy." 

"Well, I wish you'd tell him not to do anything more 
for me. I don't want to get any deeper in debt to him." 

The Cla3nvall physician came into the little room as 
silently as a Piute. He was a pltunp, dark little man of 
impassive mien, but seemed to know his business. He 
drove the girl out of the room, but drafted Mrs. James 
and Roy into service. 

"It's merely a case of indigestion," said he; "but it's 
plenty serious enough. You see, the distended stomach 
pressing against the heart— ^" 

The girl, sitting in the kitchen and hearing the swift 
and vigorous movement within, experienced a revulsion 
to the awe and terror of the midnight. For the second 
time in her life death had come very close to her, but 
in this case her terror was shot through with the ruddy 
sympathy of a handsome, picturesque young cavalier. 
She could not be really angry with him, though she was 
genuinely shocked by his reckless disregard of the pro- 
prieties ; for he came at such a dark and lonely and help- 
less hour, and his prompt and fearless action in silencing 
those dreadful cowboys was heroic. Therefore, when 
the doctor sent Roy out to say that her tmcle would 
live, a part of her relief and joy shone upon the young 
tancher, who was correspondingly exalted. 

"Now you must let me hang round till he gets well," 
he said, forgetful of all other duties. 

"That reminds me. You'll need some breakfast," 
she said, htirriedly; "for here comes the stm." And as 
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she spoke the light of the morning streamed like a goldea 
river into the little room. 

''It's me to the wood-pile, then," cried Roy, and his 
smile was of a piece with the sunshine on the wall. 

n 

Beside the fallen monarch of the wood the lifting sap- 
lings bud and intertwine. So over the stem old post- 
master these young people re-enacted the most primitive 
drama in the world. Indifferent to the jeers of his fel- 
lows, Roy devoted himself to the service of "The Bad- 
ger's Niece," and was still in town when McCoy re- 
turned from "the East"; that is to say, bom Kansas 
City. 

Lida had ceased to protest against the cowboy's at- 
tendance and his love-making, for the good reason that 
her protests were unavailing. He declined to take of- 
fense, and he would not remain silent. A part of his 
devotion was due, of course, to his sense of guilt, and 
yet this was only a small part True, he had sent warn- 
ings and dire threats to silence his band of marauders; 
but lie did not feel keenly enough about their possible 
tale-bearing to carry his warnings in person. "I can't 
i: the time," he argued, knowing that Lida would 
g home in a few days and that his world would 
blank, 
too much of you," he said to her once; "I 
I to have you out of my sight a minute." 
grown accustomed to such speeches as these, 
I replied to them, except to order the speaker 
er-increasing tyranny. "You're so anx- 
:," she remarked, "I'll let you do a-plenty. 



I c o' me soon." 
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"Sick of you! Lord heavens! what 'U I do when yott 
leave?" 

"You'll go back to your ranch. A fine foreman you 
must be, fooling round here like a tramp. What does 
your boss think?" 

"Don't know and don't care. Don't care what any- 
body thinks — ^but you. You're my only landmark these 
days. You're my sun» moon, and stars, that's what 
you are. I set my watch by you." 

"You're crazy!" she answered, with laughter. 

"Sure thing! Locoed, we call it out here. You've 
got me locoed — ^you're my pink poison blossom. There 
ain't any feed that interests me but you. I'm lonesome 
as a snake-bit cow when I can't see you." 

"Say, do you know Uncle Dan bqgins to notice you. 
He asked me to-day what you were hanging round here 
for, and who you were." 

"What did you teU him?" 

"I told him you were McCoy's hired man just helping 
me take care of him." 

"That's a lie. I'm your hired man. I'm takin' care 
of you — willing to work for a kiss a day." 

"You'll not get even that." 

"I'm not getting it — ^yet." 

"You'll never get it." 

"Don't be too sure of that. My life-work is coU 
lecting my dues. I've got *em all set down. You 
owe me a dozen for extra jobs, and a good hug for 
overtima" 

She smiled derisively, and turned the current. "The 
xneals you eat are all of a dollar a day." 

"They're worth a bushel of diamonds — ^when you cook 
But let me ask you something — is your old dad as 
» as Unde Dan?" 
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She nodded. "You bet he is! He's crusty as old 
crust. Don't you go up against my daddy with any 
little bank-book. It's got to be a fat wad, and, mind 
you, no cloves on your breath, either. He's crabbed on 
the drink question; that's why he settled in Colorado 
Springs. No saloons there, you know." 

He considered a moment. "Much obliged. Now 
here's something for you. You're not obliged to hand 
out soft words and a sweet smile to every doggone Injun 
that happens to call for mail. Stop it. Why, you'll 
have all the cow-ptmchers for fifty miles around calling 
for letters. That bunch that was in here just now was 
from Steamboat Springs. Their mail don't come here; 
it comes by way of Wyoming. They were runnin* a 
bluS. It makes me hot to have such barefaced swin- 
dling going on. I won't stand for it." 

"Well, you see, I'm not really deputized to handle the 
mail, so I must be careful not to make anybody mad — " 

"Anybody but me. I don't count." 
Oh, you wouldn't complain, I know that." 
I wouldn't, hey? Sure of that? Well, I'm going 
to start a petition to have myself made postmaster — " 

"Better get Uncle Dan out first," she answered, with 
a sly smile. "The office won't hold you both." 

At t ! end of a week the old postmaster was able to 

to the ndow and sort the mail, but the doctor 

con it to his cooking his own meals. 

•"U you a stay another week," he said to Lida, "I 

d tterdoit. He isn't really fit to live alone." 

she meekly submitted, and continued to 

the little kitchen for herself, her uncle, 

lo still came regularly to her table, bring- 

naan his share of provisions, however. Shei 
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was a good deal puzzled by the change which had come 
over him of late. He was less gay, less confident of 
manner, and he often feU into fits of abstraction. 

He was, in fact, under conviction of sin, and felt the 
need of confessing to Lida his share in the zealous assault 
of the cowboys that night. "It's sure to leak out," he 
decided, "and I'd better be the first to break the news." 
But each day found it harder to begin, and only the 
announcement of her intended departure one morning 
brought him to the hazard. He was beginning to feel 
less secure of her, and less indifferent to the gibes of the 
town jokers, who found in his enslavement much ma- 
terial for caustic remark. They called him the "tired 
cowboy" and the "trusty." 

They were all sitting at supper in the kitchen one 
night when the old postmaster suddenly said to Roy: 
"Seems to me I remember you. Did I Imow you before 
I was sick?" His memory had been affected by his 
"stroke," and he took up the threads of his immediate 
past with uncertain fingers. 

"I reckon so; leastwise I used to get my mail here," 
answered Roy, a bit startled. 

The old man looked puzzled. "Yes; but it seems a 
little more special than that. Someway your face is 
associated with trouble in my mind. Did we have any 
disagreement?" 

After the postmaster returned to his chair in the office, 
Roy said to Lida, " They're going to throw your unde out 
in a few weeks." 

"You don't mean it!" 

" Sure thing. He really ain't fit to be here any more. 
Don't you see how kind o' dazed he is? They're going 
to get him out on a doctor's certificate — loss of memory. 
Now, why don't you get deputized, and act in his place?" 
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"Goodness sakes! I don't want to live here." 
"Where do you want to live — on a ranch?" 
" Not on your life! Colorado Springs is good enough 
for me." 

" That's hard on Roy. What could I do to earn a 
living there? " 
"You don't have to live there, do you?" 
"Home is where you are." She had come to the 
point where she received such remarks in glassy silence. 
He looked at her in growing uneasiness, and finally said: 
"See here, Lida, I've got something to tell you. You 
heard the old man kind o' feelin' aroimd in his old hay- 
mow of a mind about me? Well, him and me did have 
a cussin'-out match one day, and he drawed a gun on 
me, and ordered me out of the office." 
"What for?" 

"Well, it was this way — I think. He was probably 

sick, and didn't feel a Uttle bit like sorting mail when I 

asked for it. He sure was aggravatin', and I cussed him 

good and plenty. I reckon I had a clove on my tongue 

that day, and was irritable, and when he Ut onto me, I was 

hot as a hornet, and went away swearing to get square." 

He braced himself for the plunge. "That was my gang 

of cowboys that came hell-roaring aroimd the night I 

y< . They were under my orders to scare your 

c I; of his hole, and I was going to rope him." 

"I !" she gasped, and drew away from him; "that 

old man!" 

led to soften the charge. "Of course I didn't 

is sick, or I wouldn't 'ave done it. He didn't 

t day before; besides, I didn't intend to 

-tnuch. I was only fixin' for to scare him up 

gun on me, that was all." 
c meanest thing I ever heard of — to think 
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of that old man, helpless, and you and a dozen cowboys 
attacking himr' 

"I teU you I didn't know he was ailin', and there was 
only six of us." 

Her tone hurt as she pointed at him. *' And you pre- 
tend to be so brave." 

*' No, I don't." 

''You did/" 

"No, I didn't. You said I was brave and kind, but 
I denied it. I never soberly claimed any credit for driv- 
ing off that band of outlaws. That's one reason why 
I've been sticking so close to business here — I felt kind 
o' conscience*-struck." 

Her eyes were ablaze now. "Oh, it is! You've said 
a dozen times it was on my account." 

"That's right — about eighty per cent, on yours and 
twenty per cent, on my own account — I mean the old 
man's." 

"The ideal" She rose, her face dark with indigna- 
tion. "Don't you dare come here another time. I 
never heard of anything more — more awful. You a 
rowdyl I'll never speak to you again. Go away! I 
despise you." 

Her anger and chagrin were genuine, that he felt. 
There was nothing playful or mocking in her tone at the 
moment. She saw him as he was, a reckless, vengeful 
young nifiSan, and as such she hated him. 

He got upon his feet slowly, and went out without 
further word of defense. 



Ill 

The sun did not rise for Roy Pierce on the day which 
followed her departure. His interest in Eagle River 
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died and his good resolutions weakened. He went on 
one long, wild, wilful carouse, and when McCoy rescued 
>iiTn and began to exhort toward a better life, he resigned 
his job and went back to the home ranch, where his 
brothers, Claude and Harry, welcomed him with sar- 
castic comment as ''the returning goat." 

He tried to make his peace with them by saying, 
"I'm done with whisky forever." 

"Good notion," retorted Claude, who was something 
of a cynic; "just cut out women and drink, and you'll 
be happy." 

Roy found it easier to give up drink than to forget 
Lida. To put away thought of her was like trying to 
fend the sunlight from his cabin window with his palm. 
He was entirely and hopelessly enslaved to the memory 
of her glowing face and smiling eyes. What was there 
in all his world to console him for the loss of her? 

Mrs. Pierce wonderingly persisted in asking what had 
come over him, that he should be so sad and silent, and 
Claude finally enlightened her. 

"He's all bent up over a girl — ^the postmaster's niece — 
of Eagle River, who had to quit the country to get shut 
of him." 

T mother's heart was full of sympathy, and her 

i re to comfort her stricken son led to shy references 

"trouble" which made him savage. He went 

t ranch so grimly, so spiritlessly, that Claude 

Qgly remarked: 

the Lord that girl had got you. You're as 

to have otmd as a poisoned hound. Why 

d( i to the Springs and sit on her porch? 

i you're good for now." 

Dtill's-eye shot, for Roy's desire by day 

I by night was to trail her to her home; 
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but the fear of her scornful greeting, the thought of a 
cutting query as to the meaning of his call, checked Hm 
at the very threshold of departure a dozen times. 

He had read of love-lorn people in the Saturday Story- 
teller, which found its way into the homes of the ranchers, 
but he had always sworn or laughed at their sufferings 
as a part of the play. He felt quite differently about 
these cases. Love was no longer a theme for jest, an 
abstraction, a far-off trouble; it had become a hunger 
more intolerable than any he had ever known, a pain 
that made all others he had experienced transitory and 
of no account. 

Even Claude admitted the reality of the disease by 
repeating : "Well, you have got it bad. Your symptoms 
are about the worst ever. You're locoed for fair. 
You'll be stepping high and wide if you don't watch 
out." 

In some mysterious way the whole valley now shared 
in a knowledge of the raid on the post-olBSce, as well as 
in an understanding of Roy's "throw-down" by the 
postmaster's niece, and the expression of this interest 
in his affairs at last drove the young rancher to despera- 
tion. He decided to leave the state. "I'm going to 
Nome," he said to his brothers one day. 

"Pious thought," declared Claude. "The climate 
msLy freeze this poison out of you. Why, sure — go! 
You're no good on earth here." 

Roy did not teU him or his mother that he intended 
to go by way of the Springs, in the wish to catch one 
last glimpse of his loved one before setting out for the 
far northland. To speak with her was beyond his hope. 
No, all he expected was a chance glimpse of her in the 
street, the gleam of her face in the garden. " Perhaps I 
may pass her gate at night, and see her at the window." 

SO 
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The town to him was a maze of bewildering complexity 
and magnificence, and he wandered about for a day in 
awkward silence, hesitating to inquire the way to the 
Converse home. He found it at last, a pretty cottage 
standing on a broad terrace, amid trees and vines 
vivid with the autumn hues; and if any thought of ask- 
ing Lida to exchange it for a shack on a ranch stiU lin- 
gered in his mind, it was instantly wiped out by his first 
glance at the place. 

He walked by on the opposite side of the street, and 
climbed the mesa back of the house to spy upon it from 
the rear, hoping to detect his loved one walking about 
under the pear-trees. But she did not appear. After 
an hour or so he came down and paced back and forth 
with eyes on the gate, unable to leave the street till 
his soul was fed by one look at her. 

As the sun sank, and the dusk began to come on, he 

grew a little more reddess of being recognized, and, 

crosang the way, continued to sentinel the gate. He 

was passing it for the fourth time when Lida came 

oat upon the porch with an older woman. She looked 

t stranger curiously, but did not recognize him. 

ire a hat, and was plainly about to go for a walk. 

' knew he ought to hurry away, but he did not. 

t contrary, he shamelessly met her with a sol- 

'-vdced greeting. "Hello, girl! How's Unde 

c in alarm, then flushed as she recog- 
"h f dare you speak to me — ^like that!" 

It, as he looked into her face, his cour- 
U> come back to him. "Why didn't you 
rs?" he asked, putting her on defense. 
SI 
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"What business had you to write to me? I told you 
I would not answer." 

**No, you didn't; you only said you wouldn't speak 
to me again." 

"Well, you knew what I meant," she replied, with 
less asperity. 

Someway these slight concessions brought back his 
audacity, his power of defense. "You bet I did; but 
what difference does that make to a sick man? Oh, I've 
had a time! I'm no use to the world since you left. 
I told you the truth — ^you're my sun, moon, and stars, 
and I've come down to say it just once more before I 
pull out for Alaska. I'm going to quit the state. The 
whole valley is on to my case of loco, and I'm due at 
the north pole. I've come to say good-by. Here's 
where I take my congee." 

She read something desperate in the tone of his voice. 

What do you mean? You aren't really leaving?" 
That's what. Here's where I break camp. I can't 
go on this way. I've got the worst fever anybody ever 
had, I reckon. I can't eat or sleep or work, just on 
account of studying about you. You've got me goin' 
in a circle, and if you don't say you forgive me — it's 
me to the bone-yard, and that's no joke, you'll find." 

She tried to laugh, but something in Ids worn face, 
intense eyes, and twitching lips made her breathing 
very difficult. "You mustn't talk like that. It's just 
as foolish as can be." 

"Well, that don't help me a little bit. You no busi- 
ness to come into my life and tear things up the way 
you did. I was all right till you came. I liked myself 
and my neighbors btally; now nothing interests me — but 
just you — and your opinion of me. You think I was a 
cowardly coyote putting up that job on your uncle the 
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way I did. Well, I admit it; but I've been aching to 
tell you I've turned into another kind of fanner since 
then. You've educated me. Seems like I was a kid; 
but I've grown up into a man all of a sudden, and I'm 
startin' on a new line of action. I'm not asking much 
to-day, just a nice, easy word. It would be a heap of 
comfort to have you shake hands and say you're wiUing 
to let the past go. Now, that ain't much to you, but 
it's a whole lot to me. Girl, you've got to be good to 
me this time." 

She was staring straight ahead of her with breath 
quickened by the sincere passion in his quivering voice. 
The manly repentance which burdened his soul reached 
her heart. After all, it was true: he had been only a 
reckless, thoughtless boy as he planned that raid on her 
unde, and he had been so kind and helpful afterward — 
and so merry! It was pitiful to see how changed he 
was, how repentant and sorrowfuL 

She turned quickly, and with a shy, teary smile thrust 
her hand toward him. "All right. Let's forget it." 
Then as he htmgrily, impulsively sought to draw her 
n er, she laughingly pushed him away. ''I don't 
1 t — so much as you think." But the light of for- 
gr 1 and something sweeter was in her face as she 
: ^*Won't you come in a minute and see mother 
tatfaer — and Unde Dan?" 

"J i to see Unde Dan," he replied with comical 

a, t Eollowed her dowly up the path. 



Ill 

THE REMITTANCE MAN 



THE Kettle Hole Ranch house faces a wide, treeless 
valley and is backed by an equally bare hill. To 
the west the purple peaks of the Rampart range are 
visible. It is a group of ramshackle and dispersed 
cabins — not Western enough to be picturesque, and so 
far &om being Eastern as to lack cleanliness or even com- 
fort, and the young Englishman who rode over the hill 
one sunset was bitterly disappointed in the *' whole 
plant." 

''I shall stay here but one night," said he, as he en- 
tered the untidy house. 

He stayed five years, and the cause of this change of 
mind lay in the person of Fan Blondell, the daughter 
of the old man who owned the ranch and to whom young 
I had been sent to *'leam the business'' of cattle- 

xa g. 

J I only seventeen at this time, but in the full 

i ot ner ph3rsical perfection. Lithe, fuU-bosomed, 

Idy, she radiated a powerful and subtle charm. 

iace of a child — ^happy-tempered and pure — 

r movement of her body appealed with danger- 

I to the sickly young Englishman who had 

L L hour of the abounding joy of life which 
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had been hers from the cradle. Enslaved to her at the 
first glance, he resolved to win her love. 

His desire knew no law in affairs of this kind, but his 
first encounter with Blondell put a check to the dark 
plans he had formed — ^f or the rancher had the bearing of 
an aged, moth-eaten, but dangerous old bear. His voice 
was a rumble, his teeth were broken fangs, and his hands 
resembled the paws of a gorilla. Like so many of those 
Colorado ranchers of the early da3rs, he was a Missourian» 
and his wife, big, fat, worried and complaining, was a 
Kentuckian. Neither of them had any fear of dirt, and 
Pan had grown up not merely unkempt, but smudgy. 
Her gown was greasy, her shoes tmtied, and yet, strange 
to say, this carelessness exercised a subduing charm over 
Lester, who was fastidious to the point of wasting pre- 
cious hours in filling his boots with "trees'' and folding 
his neckties. The girl's slovenly habits of dress indi- 
cated, to his mind, a similar recklessness as to her moral 
habits, and it sometimes happens that men of his stamp 
come to find a fascination in the elemental in human 
life which the orderly no longer possess. 

Lester, we may explain, was a "remittance man" — a 
youth sent to America by his family on the pretense of 
learning to raise cattle, but in reality to get him out of 
the way. He was not a bad man; on the contrary, he 
was in most ways a gentleman and a man of some read- 
ing — ^but he lacked initiative, even in his villainy. 
Blondell at once called him **a lazy hound" — provoked 
thereto by Lester's slowness of toilet of a morning, and 
had it not been for Fan — ^backed by the fifty doUars a 
month which Lester was paying for "instruction" — he 
would have been "booted off the place." 

Fan laughed at her father. "You better go slow; 
George Adelbert is heeled." 
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Blondell snorted. ''Heeled! He couldn't unlimber 
his gun inside of fifteen minutes." 
"WeU, he can ride." 

The old man softened a little. "Yes, he can ride, and 
he don't complain, once he gets mounted, but he carries 
'pajammys' in his saddle-bags and a tooth-brush on his 
slicker; hanged if he don't use it, too!" 

"That's what I like about him," she answered, de- 
fiantly. "We're all so blamed careless about the way 
we live. I wish he'd jack us all up a bit." 

Truly Fan was tmder conviction, brought to a realiza- 
tion of her slouchiness by Lester's care of his own room 
as well as by his lofty manners. She no longer wore 
her dress open at the throat, and she kept her yellow 
hair brushed, trying hard to make each meal a little less 
like a pig's swilling. She knew how things ought to be 
done, a little, for at "The Gold Fish Ranch" and at 
Starr Baker's everything was spick and span (Mrs. 
Baker especially was a careful and energetic house- 
keeper), but to keep to this higher level every day was 
too great an effort even for a girl in love. She dropped 
back, now and again, weary and disheartened. 

It was her mating-time. She leaned to Lester from 
the first glance. The strangeness of his accent, his ref- 
er 3 to things afar off, to London and Paris, appealed 
to in the same way in which poetry moved her — 
\ vaguely — but liis hands, his eyes, his tender, 
J 1 V 3 won her heart. She hovered about him 

us at home, careless of the comments of the 
, Ignoring the caustic " slatting " of her mother, 
determined to win him, no matter what the 
say — ^f or to her all men were of the same 
L she as good as the best. Indeed, she 
ot * world than the plains of Colorado, for 
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she was bom in the little dugout which still remained H 
part of the kitchen. The conventicms of cities did not 
count with her. 

She was already aware of her power, too, and walked 
among the rough men of her acquaintance with the 
step of an Amazonian queen, unafraid, unabashed. 
She was not in awe of Lester; on the contrary, her love 
for him was curiously mingled with a certain sisterly, 
almost maternal pity; he was so easily ''flustered." 
He was» in a certain sense, on her hands like an 
invalid. 

She soon learned that he was wax beneath her palm — 
that the touch of a finger on his arm made him tmeasy 
of eye and trembling of limb. It amused her to experi- 
ment with him — ^to command him, to demand speech 
of him when he was most angry and disgusted with the 
life he was living. That he despised her father and 
mother she did not know, but that he was sick of the 
cowbo]^ and their ''dadc" she did know, and she 
understood quite as well as if he had ah-eady told her 
that she alone kept him from returning at once to 
Denver to try some other manner of earning a living. 
This realization gave her pride and joy. 

She had but one jealousy — ^he admired and trusted 
Mrs. Baker and occasionally rode over there to talk 
with her, and Fan could not understand that he sought 
intellectual refuge from the mental squalor of the Blon- 
dells, but she perceived a difference in his glance on his 
return. Mrs. Baker, being a keen-sighted, practical 
little woman, soon fell upon the plainest kind of speech 
with the yoimg Englishman. 

"This is no place for you," she defiantly said. 
"The rest of us are all more or less bom to the plains 
and farm-life, but you're not; you're just 'sagging,' 
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that's all. You're getting deeper into the slough all 
the time." 

"Quite right," he answered, "but I don't know what 
else I can do. I have no trade — ^I know nothing of any 
art or profession, and my brother is quite content to 
pay my way so long as he thinks I'm on a ranch, and in 
the way of learning the business." 

She, with her clear eyes searching his soul, replied: 
"The longer you stay the more di£Scult it will be to break 
away. Don't you see that? You're in danger of being 
fastened here forever." 

He knew what she meant, and his thin face flushed. 
"I know it and I am going to ask Starr to give me a 
place here with you, and I'm about to write my brother 
stating full reasons for the change. He might advance 
me enough to buy into Starr's herd." 

She considered this. "I'll take the matter up with 
Starr," she replied, after a pause. "Meanwhile, you 
can come over and stay as a visitor as long as you please 
— but don't bring Pan," she added, sharply. "I can't 
stand slatterns, and you must cut loose from her once 
for all." 

Again he flushed. "I understand — ^but it isn't easy. 
Fan has been mighty good to me; life would have 
been intolerable over there but for her." 

**1 Duld think life would have been intolerable with 

*^ J s. Baker answered, with darkening brow, and 

f talked of other things till he rose to ride 

ed his horse homeward, fully resolved to give 
loval, but he did not. On the contrary, 
f to Pan. The girl, glowing with love and 
the very climax of her animal beauty, de- 
night a subtlety of approach, a method of 
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attack, which bafiBied and in the end overpowered him. 
She was adroit enough to make no mention of her rivals; 
she merely set herself to cause his committal, to bend 
him to her side. As the romping girl she played round 
him, indifferent to the warning glances of her mother, 
her eyes shining, her cheeks glowing, till the man he 
was, the life he had lived, the wishes of his brother, were 
fused and lost in the blind passion of the present. " This 
glorious, glowing creature can be mine. What does all 
the rest matter?" was his final word of renunciation. 

In this mood he took her to his arms, in this madness 
he told her of his love (committing himself into her 
hands, declining into her life), and in the end requested 
of her parents the honor of their daughter's hand. 

Mrs. Blondell wept a tear or two and weakly gave her 
consent, but the old ranchman thimdered and lightened. 
"What can you do for my girl?" he demanded. "As I 
tmderstand it, you haven't a cent — ^the very clothes 
you've got on your back are paid for by somebody else! 
What right have you to come to me with such a pro- 
posal?" 

To all this Lester, surprised and disconcerted, could 
but meekly answer that he hoped soon to buy a ranch 
of his own — ^that his brother had promised to "set him 
up" as soon as he had mastered the business. 

Blondell opened his jaws to roar again when Fan in- 
terposed and, taking a clutch in his shaggy beard, said, 
calmly: "Now, dad, you hush! George Adelbert and 
I have made it all up and you better fall in grace- 
fully. It won't do you any good to paw the dirt and 
beller." 

Lester grew sick for a moment as he realized the tem- 
per of the family into which he was about to marry, but 
when Fan, turning with a gay laugh, put her round, 
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smooth arm about his neck, the rosy cloud closed over 
his head again. 

n 

Blondell was silenced, but not convinced. A penni- 
less son-in-law was not to his liking. Fan was his only 
child, and the big ranch over which he presided was worth 
sixty thousand dollars. What right had this lazy Eng- 
lishman to come in and marry its heiress? The more 
he thought about it the angrier he grew, and when he 
came in the following night he broke forth. 

"See here, mister, I reckon you better get ready and 
pull out. I'm not going to have you for a son-in-law» 
not this season. The man that marries my Pan has got 
to have sabe enough to round up a flock of goats — and 
wit enough to get up in the morning. So you better 
vamoose to-morrow." 

Lester received his sentence in silence. At the mo- 
ment he was glad of it. He turned on his heel and 
went to packing with more haste, with greater skill, than 
he had ever displayed in any enterprise hitherto. His 
hurry arose from a species of desperation. "If I can 
only get out of the house!" was his inward cry. 

"Why pack up?" he suddenly asked himself. "What 

do t y matter — ^these boots and shirts and books?" 

Lght a few pictures from the wall and stuffed them 

pockets, and was about to plunge out into the 

1 Fan entered the room and stood looking at 

ominous intentness. 

tio longer the laughing, romping girl» but the 
a t eye and tightly closed lips. "What 
J 1?" 

' Has ordered me to leave the ranch," he 
\ I so Fm going." 
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.^lov jtHiPB noci 1 ooo 1 care wuk nc nas oracrea! 
xooidiocgQmg — — Sue Gaxne iQ> soa pcK iicr JB1D5 sDoiK 
Its nccK—— HOC witiMniL *"^ ^^*", iw^ii^ Her c mm lo 
pity, he took her in. his anns sod tenderiy pressed her 
€XwtM i^Kxi IDS ncwnfii. men soe Dcgan to ireepL i 
can't five without yon, DdU" she mo a nrd . 

Hie drew her doser, a wave of tenderness nsing 
in his heart, "m be londy widioiit yoo* FBn--faiit 
yoar father is n^tsL I am too poor — we have no 
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''What does that matter?^ she asked. "I wooldn't 
marry you for any a mou nt of momey! And I know yoa 
don't care for this old landi! FU be ^ad to get shut 
of it. in go with yon, and well make a home some- 
where dse." Then her mood dianged. Her face and 
voice hardened. She poshed hersdf away froioi him. 
"No, I won't! m stay here, and so shall yoa! Dad 
can't boss me, and I won't let him rmi yoa oat. Come 
and face him up with me." 

So, leading him, she returned to the kitchen, where 
Blonddl, alone with his wife, was eating sux>per, his 
elbows on the table, his hair unkempt, his isuce powering, 
a glooming contrast to his radiant and splendid dau^ter, 
who faced him feaiiessly. " Dad, what do you mean by 
talking this way to George Adelbert? He's going to 
stay and I'm going to stay, and you're going to be 
decent about it, for I'm going to marry him." 

"No, you're not!" he blurted out. 

"Well, I am!" She drew nearer and with her hands 
on the table looked down into his wind-wom face and 
dim eyes. "I say you've got to be decent. Do you 
understand?" Her body was as lithe, as beautiful, as 
that of a tigress as she leaned thus, and an unalterable 
resolution blazed in her eyes as she went on, a deeper 
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significance coming into her voice: "Furthermore, Fm 
as good as married to him right now, and I don't care 
who knows it." 

The old man's head lifted with a jerk, and he looked 
at her with mingled fear and fury. "What do you 
mean?" 

"Anything you want to have it mean," she replied. 
"You drive him out and you drive me out — ^that's what 
I mean." 

Blondell saw in her face the look of the woman who 
is willing to assume any guilt, any shame for her lover, 
and, dropping his eyes before her gaze, growled a curse 
and left the room. 

Fan turned to her lover with a ringing, boyish laugh, 
"It's all right, Dell ; he's surrendered !" 

Ill 

Lester passed the month before his marriage in alter- 
nating uplifts and depressions, and the worst of it lay 
in the fact that his moments of exaltation were sensual — 
of the flesh, and bom of the girl's presence — ^while his 
depr€ ya came from his sane contemplation of the fate 
to dell he was hastening. He went one day to talk 
it L o^ with Mrs. Baker, who now held a dark opinion 
cf J L J cmddl. She frankly advised him to break the 
b and to go back to England, 
ji L't do that, my dear Mrs. Baker. I am too far 
1 to Fan to do that. Besides, I know she would 
i 3 scene. She would follow me. And be- 
ad of her, you know. She's very beautiful, 
is love me, poor beggar! I wonder at 
3S." Then he brightened up. "You 
the carriage of a duchess. Redly, if she 
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were trained a little she would be quite presentable any- 
where." 

Mrs. Baker shook her head. "She's at her best this 
minute. Look at the mother; that's what she'll be like 
in a few years." 

"Oh no — not really! She's an improvement — a 
vast improvement — on the old people, don't you 
think?" 

** You can't make a purse out of a sow's ear. Fan will 
sag right down after marriage. Mark my words. She's 
a slattern in her blood, and before the honeymoon is over 
she'll be slouching arotmd in old slippers and her night- 
gown. That is plain talk, Mr. Lester, but I can't let 
you go into this trap with your eyes shut." 

Lester went away with renewed determination to 
pack his belongings and bolt, but the manly streak in 
his blood made it impossible for him to go without some 
sort of explanation to her. 

The other hands, who called him "George Addbert'* 
in mockery, were more and more contemptuous of inm^ 
and one or two were suUen, for they loved Pan and re- 
sented this "lily-fingered gent," who was to their minds 
"after the old man's acres." Young Compton, the son 
of a neighboring rancher, was most insulting, for he had 
himself once carried on a frank courtship with Fan, and 
enjoyed a brief, half-expressed engagement. He was a 
fine young fellow, not naturally vindictive, and he would 
not have uttered a word of protest had his successful 
rival been a man of "the States," but to give way to an 
English adventurer whose way was paid by his brother 
was a difEerent case altogether. 

Of George Adelbert's real feeling the boys, of course, 
knew nothing. Had they known of his hidden contempt 
for them they would probably have taken him out of 
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the country at the end of a rope, but of his position with 
Fan they were in no doubt, for she was very firank with 
them. If they accused her of being * * sweet on the bloody 
Englishman'' she laughed. If they threatened his life 
in a jocular way she laughed again, but in a different 
way, and said: "Don't make a mistake; George Adel- 
bert is a fighter from way back East." And once, 
in a burst of rage, she said: "I won't have you 
saying such things, Lincoln Compton. I won't have 
it, I tell you!" No one could accuse her of disloyalty 
or cowardice. 

In his letters home Lester had put his fiance's best 
foot forward. "She's quite too good for me," he wrote 
to his brother. "She's yotmg and beautiful and sole 
heiress of an estate twice as big as our whole family can 
muster. She's uncultivated, the diamond in the rough, 
and all that sort of thing, you imderstand, but she'U 
polish easily." He put all this down in the sardonic 
wish to procure some sort of settlement from his 
brother. He got it by return mail. 

Edward was suavely congratulatory, and in closing 

said: " I'm deucedly glad you're off my hands just now, 

my boy, for I'm awifotmdedly hard up. You're doing 

the I ble thing — only don't try to bring your family 

i -not at present." 

I ST was thrown into despairing fury by this letter, 

n only cut him off from his remittances, but 

r lit the paternal door in his own face as well 

e of his bride. For the moment he had some 

idea of setting to work to show them what 

"The beggarl He squats down on the 

TV me out, and then takes on a lot of 

t iority over me! He always was a 

s. id like to punch his jaw!" 
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Then his rage faded out and a kind of sullen resigna- 
tion came to him. What was the use? Why not sub- 
mit to fate? "Everything has been against me from 
the start/' he bitterly complained, and in this spirit he 
approached his wedding-day. 

The old man, acknowledging him as a son-in-law pros- 
pective, addressed him now with gruff kindness, and had 
Lester shown the slightest gain in managerial ability he 
would have been content — glad to share a little of his 
responsibility with a younger man. In his uncouth, 
hairy, grimy fashion Blondell was growing old, and feel- 
ing it. As he said to his wife: **It'sapity that our only 
child couldn't have brought a real man, like Compton, 
into the family. There ain't a hand on the place that 
wouldn't 'a' been more welcome to me. What do you 
suppose would become of this place if it was put into 
this dandy's hands?" 

"I don't know, pa. Fan, for all her slack ways, is a 
purty fair manager. She wouldn't waste it. She might 
let it run down, but she'd hang on to it." 

*'But she's a fool about that jackass." 

"She is now," answered the mother, with cynical em- 
phasis, which she softened by adding, "Dell ain't the 
kind that would try to work her." 

He sighed with troubled gaze and grumbled an oath. 
"I don't know what to think of him! He gits me." 
And in that rather mournful spirit he went about his 
work, leaving the whole matter of the marriage festival 
in the hands of the women. In a dim way he still felt 
that haste was necessary, although Fan's face was as 
joyous, as careless, and as innocent as a child's. As she 
galloped about the country with her George Adelbert 
she sowed her "bids" broadcast, as if wishing all the 
world to share her happiness. There was nothing ex- 
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doave, or shrmkmg, or parsiinomous in Frances Blon- 
deU. 

IV 

The marriage feast was indeed an epoch-making event 
in the county. It resembled a barbecue and was quite 
as inclusive. Distinctions of the social sort were few in 
Arapahoe County. Cattle-rustlers and sheepmen were 
debarred, of course, but aside from these unfortunates 
practically the whole population of men, women, chil- 
dren, and babies assembled in the Kettle Hole Ranch 
grove. The marriage was to be "al fresco,** as the li- 
mone Limerick repeated several times. 

Blondell found it a hard day, for what with looking 
after the roasting ox and the ice and the beer, he was al- 
most too busy to say hello to his guests. Fan had con- 
trived to get a dean shirt on him by the trick of whisking 
away his old one and substituting a white one in its 
place. He put this on without realizing how splendid 
it was, but rebelled flatly at the collar, and by the time 
the ox was well basted his shirt was subdued to a condi- 
tion lich left him almost at ease with himsdf . 

] L received the people at the door of the shack — ^her 

mot * being too busy in the preparation for dinner to 

do 1 than say ''Howdy?" to those who deliberatdy 

pt 'out; but Fan was not embarrassed or wearied. 

ner great day — she was only a little disturbed 

L ;e Adelbert fled to his room for a little relief 

ain of his position, for he lacked both her 

irit and her physical health. 

' would have enjoyed the action and com- 

people as characters in a play, but now the 

^t he was about to sink to their level and 

re filled him with a fear and disgust which 
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not even the radiant face and alluring body of his bride 
could conceal or drive out. These lumbering ranchers, 
these tobacco-chewing, drawling lumpkins, were they to 
be his companicms for the rest of his life? These women 
with their toothless, shapeless mouths, these worn and 
weary mothers in home-made calico and cheap millinery, 
were they to be the visitors at his fireside? What kind 
of woman would they make of Fan? 

By one o'clock the corrals were full of ponies and the 
sheds and yards crowded with carriages all faded by the 
pitiless sun and sucked dry by the never-resting wind of 
the plain. 

Meanwhile the young women had set long tables 
in the back yard and covered them with food — con- 
tributed chicken, home-made biscuit, cake, and pie, 
while the young fellows had been noisily working 
at constructing a "bowery" for the dance which was 
to follow the ceremony at three. And at last Fan 
raised a bugle-call for "dinnerr and they all came 
with a rush. 

The feast did not last long, for every one was hungry 
and ate without permitting delay or distraction. Near- 
ly all remarked on having had a very early breakfast, 
and they certainly showed capacity for not merely beef 
and beer, but pie and ice-cream, and when they shoved 
back, and lighted the cigars which Lester had provided 
with prodigal hand, they all agreed that the barbecue 
was "up to the bills." 

The ceremony at three was short, ahnost hurried, so 
great was the bustle about the house and yard. Fan 
wore no veil and George Adelbert made no change from 
the neat sack-suit which he had put on at rising. At 
the close of the clerg3rman's blessing he was called upon 

r a second time to pump the hard hands and stringy 
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arms of his neighbors as they filed by to bid them both 
a hearty God-speed. 

After this painful procession was ended Fan dragged 
him away to the bower where the yotmg folks were al- 
ready dancing with prodigious clatter. *' How young she 
is!" he exclaimed, as he saw her mix with the crowd of 
tireless, stamping, prancing cowbo]^. 

As the dance went on he grew furious with her lack 
of reserve, her indelicacy. Her good-natured laughter 
with the men who crowded about her familiarly was a 
kind of disloyalty. She seemed at times to be exchang- 
ing doubtful jests with them; and at last, to protect her 
from the results of her own fatuity, he danced with her 
himself — danced almost incessantly, notwithstanding the 
heat and the noise. 

At sunset they all returned to the tables and ate up 
what remained of the ox and the pies. 

Lester was well enough acquainted with these rough 
youths to know that some deviltry was preparing, and, 
already furious with his bride and distrustful of the 
future, his self-command at last gave way. Drawing 
Fan away from the crowd he said, tenderly: 

''I've had enough of this! I'm having Aglar harness 
the buckskins into the red cart, and I want you to go to 
the house and pack a few things — ^we're going to Limone 
and catch the early train for Denver." 

"We can't do that, Dell; we got to stay here and feed 
ig cmce more." 

ig the gang! I'm sick of them. Get ready» 
n! Who cares what these beggars think?" 

"You're jealous of them." Then, ris- 

sion, she answered, "All right; I'll sneak 

mto a bag and we'll slide out and leave the 
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was fanning her with his hat and calling upon her to 
speaky his voice agonized with fear and remorse. 

Slowly it all came back to her, and, struggling to a 
sitting position, she called piteously: "Dell, where are 
you? Dell!'* Her voice rose in fear, a tone no man 
had ever heard in it before. She staggered to her 
feet and dazedly looked about her. A group of awed, 
silenced, dismotmted men stood not far away, and 
on the ground, lying in a crumpled, distorted heap, 
was her husband. With a shriek of agony she fell on 
her knees beside him, calling upon him to open his 
eyes, to speak to her. 

Then at last, as the conviction of his death came to 
her, she lifted her head and with a voice of level, hoarse- 
throated hate, she imprecated her murderers. "I'll kill 
you, every one of you! I'll kill you for this — ^you cow- 
ardly wolves— I'll kill—" 



They lifted them both up for dead, and Compton, 
taking Fan in his strong arms, held her like a child as 
they drove slowly back to the ranch. All believed Lester 
dead; but Compton, who held his ear to Fan's lips, in- 
sisted that she was breathing, and indeed she recovered 
from her swoon before they reached the house. 

Blondell, more powerfully moved than ever before in 
his life, after a swift curse upon the culprits took his 
girl to his bosom and carried her to her bed. 

As her brain cleared, Pan rose and, staggering across 
the room, took her husband's head in her arms. "Bring 
some water. DeU is hurt. Don't you see he is hurt? 
Be quick!" 

"Has somebody gone for the doctor?" asked the 
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mother, to whom this was the raving of dementia. 
"Somebody go." 

No one had, for all believed the man to be dead; but 
Compton exclaimed, ** I'll go!" turning to vault his horse, 
glad of something to do, eager to escape the sight of 
Fan's agonized face. 

The dash of cold water on his bruised face brought a 
flutter of life to Lester's eyelids, and in triumph the bride 
cried out: 

"I told you so! He is alive! Oh, Dell, can't you 
speak to me?" 

He could not so much as lift his eyelids, but his breath- 
ing deepened, and with that sign of returning vitality 
Fan was forced to be content. She was perfectly com- 
posed now, and helped to bathe his crushed and bleeding 
head and his broken shoulder with a raltnTii^gg very im- 
pressive to all those who were permitted to glance within 
the room. 

Slowly the guests departed. The cowboys, low- 
voiced and ftmereal of mien, rode away in groups of 
three or four. 

The doctor came hunying down the slope about ten 
of the morning, his small roan mustang galloping, his 
case of instruments between his feet. He was very 
young, and, luckily, very self-confident, and took charge 
of "the case" with thrilling authority. 

"The coma was induced," he explained, "by the con- 
n of the brain. The shoulder is also badly con- 
id the collar-bone broken, but if brain fever 
not set in the man will Uve. The treatment 
as it has gone is admirable." 

«^^ Lpton returned with him, or a little before him, 

to be waiting for arrest. He was a lean, 

j^oung fellow with good, gray eyes and a shapely 
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nose. "Yes, I threw the rope," he confessed to every 
one. "It was all in fun, but he shot my horse, and as 
he reared up he jerked the people out of the buggy. I 
guess the broncos jumped ahead at the same time. But 
it was my fault. I had no business to rope 'em. In 
fact, we had no business chasing 'em up at all." 

At last Blondell gruffly told him to go home. "If the 
man dies we'll come after you," he added, with bltmt 
ferocity. 

"All right," responded the young fellow, with lofty 
spirit. " I'U be there — but I want to see Fan a moment 
before I leave. I want to know if there is anything I 
can do for her or him." 

Blondell was for refusing this utterly, but his wife 
said: "You didn't mean nothing. Link — I'm sure of 
that — and I've always liked you, and so has Fan. She 
won't lay it up against you, I know. I'll tell her you're 
here." 

Fan, sitting beside Lester's bed, turned at her mother's 
word and saw the young fellow standing in the doorway 
in mute appeal.^ Her glance was without anger, but it 
was cold and distant. She shook her head, and the 
young rancher turned away, shaken with sobs. That 
look was worse than her ctirse had been. 

From the dim, grim region of his delirium and his 
death-like tmconsdousness George Lester struggled 
slowly back to life. His reawakening was like a new 
birth. He seemed bom again, this time an American — 
a Western American. In the measure of a good old 
homely phrase, some sense (a sense of the fundamental 
oneness of humanity) had been beaten into his head. 

As he lay there, helpless and sufEering, he was first of 
all aware of Fan, whose face shone above him like the 
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moon, and was soon able to understand her unwearying 
devotion and to remember that she was his wife. She 
was always present when he woke, and he accepted her 
presence as he accepted sunshine, knowing nothing of 
the sleeplessness and toil which her attendance involved 
— a knowledge of this came later. 

At times grufiE old Blondell himself bent his shaggy head 
above his bed to ask how he felt, and no mother could 
have been more considerate than Mrs. Blondell. 

"What right have I to despise these people?" he asked 
himself one day. "What have I done to lift mjrself above 
. them?" (And this question extended to the neighbors, 
to the awkward ranchers who came stiffly and with a 
sort of awe into his room to "pass a good word," as they 
said.) "They are a good sort, after all" — ^his heart 
prompted him to admit. 

But his deepest penitence, his tenderest gratitude, rose 
to Fan, whom care and love had marvelously refined. 
He was able to forget her careless speech and to look 
quite through her tmtidy ways to the golden, good heart 
which beat beneath her unlovely gowns. Nothing was 
too hard, too menial, for her hands, and her smile warmed 
his midnight sick-room like sunshine. 

He was curiously silent even after his strength was 
ent for speech. Content to lie on his bed and 

itcn her as she moved about him, he answered only in 

li Uables, while the deep current of his love gath- 

low his reticence. As he came to a full under- 

ig of what he had been and to a sense of his tm- 

f imate of her and her people, his passion broke 

!" he called out one morning, " I'm not fit to re- 

your care and devotion — ^but I'm going to try 

I'm going to set to work in earnest when I get up. 
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Your people shall be my people, your cares my cares." 
He could not go on, and Fan, who was looking down at 
him in wonder, stooped and laid a kiss on his qtuvering 
lips. 

"You get well, boy; that's all you need to worry 
about," she said, and her face was very sweet — for she 
smiled upon him as if he were a child. 



THE LONESOME MAN 



— the murderer stili seeks forgetful' 
ness in the solitudef building his 
cabin in the shadow of great peaks* 



IV 

THE LONESOME MAN 

THE road that leads to the historic north shoulder of 
Solidor is lonely now. The stages that once crawled 
painfully upward through its flowery meadows are play- 
houses for the children of Silver Plume, and the brakes 
that once howled so resoundingly on the downward 
way are rusting to ashes in the weeds that spring from 
the soil of the Silverado Queen's unused corral. The 
railway, half a hundred miles to the north, has left the 
famous pass to solitude and to grass. 

Once a week, or possibly oftener, a cattleman or pros- 
pector rides across, or a Uttle band of tourists plod up 
or down, — thinking they are x)enetrating to the heart of 
the Rockies, — ^but for iiie most part the trail is passing 
swiftly to the imremembered twilight of the tragic past. 
There are, it is true, one or two stamp-mills above Pem- 
berton, but they draw their supplies from the valley 
to t >t and not from the plain's cities, and the upper 

cam have long since been deserted by the restless 

sr of sudden gold. 

. 1% desolate, tmshaded country, made so by the 

nand of the tenderfoot prospector, who, in the 

the silver rush, cut and burned the timber sin- 

the great peaks are meticulated with the rotting 

loble pines and spotted with the decaying stumps 
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of the firs which once made the whole land as beautiful 
as a park. Here and there, however, a segment of this 
splendid ancient forest remains to give some hint of 
what the ranges were before the destro3ring horde of 
silver-seekers struck and scarred it. 

Along this trail and above the last vestige of its stand- 
ing trees a man could be seen, walking eastward and up- 
ward, one bright afternoon in August, a couple of years 
ago. He moved slowly, for he was heavily built and 
obviously not much t^ed to climbing, for he paused 
often to breathe. The air at that altitude is thin and, 
to the one not accustomed to it, most unsatisfying. In 
the intervals of his pauses the traveler's eyes swept the 
heights and explored each cation wall as if in search of 
a resting-place. Around him the conies cried and small 
birds skimmed from ledge to ledge, but his dark face 
did not lighten with joy of the beauty which shone over 
his head nor to that which flamed under his feet. It 
was plain that he was too preoccupied with some inner 
problem, too intent on his quest, to give eye or ear to 
the significance of bird or Aowot. 

Huge Solidor, bare and bleak, rose grandly to the 
north, propping the high-piled shining clouds, and the 
somber, dittsJ>tCOvered fields of snow showed to what 
far heig^ hi$ proud summit soared above his fellows. 
Little strea^iOS ^ icy water trickled through close-knit, 
velvety sward hereon small flowers, white and gold and 
lilac, showe4 Wse fairy footprints. Down from the 
pass a chill wjixd« delicious and invigorating, rushed as 
palpably as U it ^iinsre a liquid wave. In all this upper 
region no shelter offered to the tired man. 

A few minutes lister, as he rounded the sloping green 
t>astion which flaidas the peak to the south, the man's 
keen eyes lighted Jipon a small cabin which squatted al- 
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most tumoticeably against a gray ledge some five hun- 
dred feet higher than the rock whereon he stood. The 
door of this hut was open and the figure of a man, 
dwarfed by distance, could be detected intently watching 
the pedestrian on the trail. Unlike most cabin-dwellers, 
he made no sign of greeting, uttered no shout of cheer; 
on the contrary, as the stranger approached he disap- 
peared within his den like a marmot. 

There was something appealing in the slow mounting 
of the man on foot. He was both tired and breathless, 
and as he neared the cabin (which was built on ground 
quite twelve thousand feet above sea-level) his limbs 
dragged, and every step he made reqtnred his utmost 
will. Twice he stopped to recover his strength and to 
ease the beating of his heart, and as he waited thtis the 
last time the lone cabin-dweller appeared in his door and 
silently gazed, confronting his visitor with a strangely 
inhospitable and prolonged scrutiny. It was as if he 
were a lonely animal, jealous of his ground and resent- 
ful even of the most casual human inspection. 

The stranger, advancing near, spoke. ''Is this the 
trail to Silver Plume?" he asked, his heaving breast 
making his speech broken. 

"It is," replied the miner, whose thin face and hawk- 
like eyes betrayed the hermit and the man on guard. 
How far is it across the pass?' 
'About thirty miles." 
'A good night's walk. Are there any camps above 
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far is it to the next cabin?" 
twelve miles." 

', still studying the stranger with piercing 
^ expressed a desire to be reassured. "What are 
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you doing up here on this trail? Are you a mining ex- 
pert? A spy?" he seemed to ask. 

The traveler, divining his curiosity, explained. **I 
stayed last night at the mill below. I'm a millwright. 
I have some property to inspect in Silver Plume, hence 
I'm walking across. I didn't know it was so far; I 
was misinformed. I'm not accustomed to this high air 
and I'm used up. Can you take care of me?" 

The miner glanced round at the heap of ore which 
betrayed his craft, and then back at the dark, bearded, 
impassive face. 

•'Come in," he said at last, ''I'll feed you." But 
his manner was at once surly and suspicious. 

The walls of the hovel were built partly of logs and 
partly of boulders, and its roof was compacted of dirt 
and gravel; but it was decently habitable. The furni- 
ture (hand-rived out of slabs) was scanty, and the floor 
was laid with planks, yet everything indicated many 
days of wear. 

"You've been here some time," the stranger remarked 
rather than asked. 

"Ten years." 

Thereafter the two men engaged in a silent duel. The 
millwright, leaning back in his rude chair, stretched his 
tired limbs and gazed down the valley with no further 
word of inquiry, while his grudging host prepared a 
primitive meal and set it upon a box which served as 
a table. 

"You may eat," he curtly said. 

In complete silence and with calm abstraction the 
stranger turned to the food and ate and drank, accept- 
ing it all as if this were a roadhouse and he a paying 
guest. The sullen watchfulness of his host seemed not 
to disturb him, not even to interest him. 
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At length the miner spoke as if in answer to a ques- 
tion — ^the question he feared. 

"No, my mine has not panned out well — not yet 
The ore is low-grade and the mill is too far away." 

To this informing statement the other man did not 
so much as lift an eyebrow. His face was like a closed 
door, his eyes were curtained windows. He xbused 
darkly as one who broods on some bitter defeat. 

Nevertheless, he was a htmian presence and the lonely 
dweller on the heights could not resist the charm of his 
guest's personality, remote as he seemed. 
"Where do you live?" he asked. 
There was a moment's hesitation. 
"In St. Paul." 
"Ever been here before?" 

The dark man shook his shaggy head slowly, and 
dropped his eyes as if this were the end of the communi- 
cation. "No, and I never expect to come again." 

The miner perceived power in his guest's resolute 
taciturnity, and the very weight of the silence eventually 
opened his own Ups. From moment to moment the im- 
pulse to talk grew stronger within him. There was 
something as compelling as heat in this reticent visitor 
whose soul was so intent on inward problems that it 
*) ed nothing of interest in an epaulet of gold on 

julder of Mount Solidor. 

"J come this trail now," the miner voltmteered, as 

< ed the table. "I am alone and seldom see a 

L being drifting my way. I do not invite them." 

*j stranger refilled his pipe and again leaned back 

the wall in ponderous repose. If he heard his 

k he gave no sign of it, and yet, despite the 

36 of his guest's silence — perhaps because of 

) ly gold-seeker babbled on with increasing 
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candor, contradicting himself, revealing, hiding, edging 
round his story, confessing to his hopes of ridies, be- 
traying in the end the secrets of his lonely life. It was 
as if the gates of his unnatural reserve had broken down 
and the desire to be heard, to be companioned, had over- 
borne all his early caution. 

"It's horribly lonesome up here," he confessed. 
•'Sometimes I think I'll give it all up and go back to 
civilization. When I came here the pass had its traffic; 
now no one rides it, which is lucky for me," he added. 
"I have no prying visitors — ^I mean no one to contest 
my claim — and yet a man can't do much alone. Even 
if my ore richens I must transport it or build a milL 
Sometimes I wonder what I'm living for, stuck away in 
this hole in the hills. I was bom to better things — '* 

He checked himself at this moment, as if he were on 
the edge of self-betrayal, but his listener seemed not 
vitally interested in tiese personal details. However, 
he made some low-voiced remark, and, as if hypnotized, 
the miner resumed his monologue. 

"The nights are the worst. They are endless — and 
sometimes when I cannot sleep I feel like surrendering 
to my fate — " Here again he broke oflE sharply . "That's 
nonsense, of course. I mean, it seems as if a life were 
too much to pay for a crazy act — I mean a mine. 
You'll ask why I don't sell it, but it's all I have and, 
besides, no one has any faith in it but myself. I can- 
not sell, and I can't live down there among men." 

Gabbling, keeping time to his nervous feet and hands, 
endlessly repeating himself, denying, confessing, the 
miner raged on, and through it all the dark-browed 
guest smoked tranquilly, too indifferent to ask a question 
or make comment; but when, once or twice, he lifted 
his eyes, the garrulous one shuddered and turned away, 
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a scared look on his haggard face. He seemed unable 
to endure that steady glance. 

At last, for a little space, he remained silent; then, as 
if compelled by some increasing magic in his hearer, he 
burst forth: 

"I'm not here entirely by my own fault — I mean my 
own choice. A man is a product of his environment, 
you know that, and mine made me idle, wasteful. Drink 
got me — drink made me mad — and so — and so — ^here 
I am struggling to win back a fortune. Once I gambled 
— on the wheel; now I am gambling with nattu^ on 
the green of these mountain slopes; but I'll win — I have 
already won — and soon I shall sell and go back to the 
great cities. ** 

Again his will curbed his treacherous tongue, and, 
walking to the doorway, he stood for a moment, looking 
out; then he fiercely snarled: 

"Oh, God, how I hate it all — ^how I hate myself! I 
am going mad with this life ! The squeak of these shad- 
owy conies, the twitter of these unseen httle birds, go 
on day by day. They'll drive me mad! If you had 
not come to-night I could not have slept — I woiild have 
gone to the mill, and that means drink to me — drink 
and oblivion. You came and saved me. I feared you— 
hated you then; now I bless you." 

Once more he seemed to answer an unspoken query: 

•*I have no people. My mother is dead, my father 

wned me — he does not even know I am alive. 

J t black devil of the family — ^but I shall go back — " 

race was working with passion, and though he 

a opposite his guest, his hands continued to 

' aiml f and his head moved restlessly from side 

't know why I am telling all this to you," he 
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went on after a pause. "I reckon it's because of the 
weakness of the thirst that is coming over me. Some 
time I'll go down to those hell-holes at the ndllls and 
never come back — ^the stuff they sell to me is destructive 
as fire — it is poison! You're a man of substance, I can 
see that — you're no hobo like most of the fellows out 
here — ^that's why I'm talking to you. You remind me 
of some one I know. There's something familiar in 
your eyes." 

The man with the beard struck the ashes from his 
pipe and began scraping it. "There is alwa3rs a woman 
in these cases," he critically remarked. 

The miner took this simple statement as a challenging 
question. His excitement visibly increased, but he did 
not at once reply. He talked on aimlessly, incoherently, 
struggling like a small animal in a torrent. He rose at 
last, and as he stood in the doorway, breathing deeply, 
his face livid in the sunset light, the muscles of his jaw 
trembled. 

The stranger observed his host's agitation, but put 
away his pipe with slow and steady hand. He said 
nothing, and yet an observer would have declared he 
held the other and weaker man in the grasp of an in- 
exorable hypnotic silence. Finally he fixed a calm, cold 
glance upon his host, as if summoning him to answer. 

"Yes," the miner confessed, "there is always a woman 
in the case — another and more fortunate man. The 
woman is false, the man is treacherous. You trust and 
they betray. Such beings ruin and madden — they 
make outlaws such as I am — " 

"Love is above will," asserted the millwright, with 
decision. 

The other man fiercely turned. "I know what you 
niean — ^you mean the woman is not to be condemned — 



THE LONESOME MAN 

that love goes where it is drawn. That is true, but 
deceit is not involuntary — it is deliberate — " 

"Sometimes we deceive ourselves." 

"In her case it was deceit," retorted the miner, who 
was now so deeply engaged with his own story that 
each general observation on the part of his guest was 
taken to be specific aad personal. 

The room was growing dusky, and the stranger's 
glance appeared keener, more insistent, as his body 
melted into the shadow. His shaggy head and black 
beard all but disappeared; only the faint outlines of his 
forehead remained, and yet, as his ph3rsical self faded 
into the gloom, his personality, his psychic self, loomed 
larger. His will enveloped the hermit, drawing upon 
him with irresistible power. It was as if he weie wring- 
ing him dry of a confession as the priest closes in upon 
the culprit. 

" I had my happy days — my days of care-free youth," 
the unquiet man was saying. * * But my time of innocence 
was short. Evil companions came early and reckless 
deeds followed. ... I knew I was losing something, I 
knew I was being drawn downward, but I could not es-^ 
cape. Day and night I called for help, and then — she 
came — " 

"Who came?" 

"The one who made me forget all the others, the one 
who made me ashamed." 

"And then?" 

"And then for a time I was happy in the hope that 
I might win her and so redeem my Ufe." 

"And she?" 

"She pitied me — at first — and loved me — at least I 

1lm«htso." 

Ab Us excitement increased his words came slower, 
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burdened with passion. He spoke like a prisoner ad- 
dressing a judge, his voice but a husky whisper. 

"I told her I was unworthy of her — ^that was when 
I believed her to be an angel. I promised to begin a 
new life for her sake. Then she promised me — Whelped 
me — and all the while she was false to me — false as a 
hen-cat!" 

''How?" queried the almost invisible man, and his 
voice was charged with stem demand. 

"All the time she was promised to another man — and 
that man my enemy." 

Here his frenzy flared forth in a torrent of words. 

"Then — ^then I went mad. My brain was scarred 
and numb. I lost all sense of pity — all fear of law — all 
respect for woman. I only knew my wrongs — my 
despair — my hate. I watched, I waited, I fotmd them 
together—" 

"And then? What did you do then?" demanded the 
stranger, rising from his seat with sudden energy, his voice 
deep, insistent, masterful. "Tell me what you did?" 

The miner's wild voice died to a hesitant whisper. " I 
~I fled." 

"But before that — ^before you fled?" 

"What is it to you?" asked the hermit, gazing with 
scared eyes at the man who towered above him like the 
demon of retribution. "Who are you?" 

"I am the avenger!" answered the other. "The man 
you hated was my brother. The woman you killed was 
his wife." 

The fugitive fell upon his knees with a cry like that 
of one being strangled. 

CXit of the darkness a red flame darted, and the 
crouching man fell to the floor, a crumpled, bloody 
heap. 

90 



THE LONESOME MAN 

For a long time the executioner stood above the 
body, waiting, listening from the shadow to the faint 
reoec^bg breath-strokes of his victim. When all was still 
he restored his weapon to its sheath and stepped over 
the threshold into the keen and pleasant night. 

As he closed the door behind him the stranger raised 
his eyes to Solidor, whose sovereign, cloud-Uke crest 
swa3red among the stars. 

"Now I shall rest/' he said, with solemn satisfaction. 



THE TRAIL TRAMP 

KELLBY AFOOT 



KELLEY was in off the range and in profound dis- 
gust with himself, for afta: serving honorably as 
line-rider and later as cow-boss for ten years or more, 
he had ridden over to Keno to meet an old comrade. 
Just how it happened he couldn't tell, but he woke one 
morning without a dollar and, what was worse, incred- 
ibly worse, without horse or saddle! Even his revolver 
was gone. 

In brief, Tall Ed, for the first time in his life, was set 
afoot, and this, you must understand, is a most dire- 
ful disaster in cowboy life. It means that you must 
begin again from the ground up, as if you were a per- 
fectly new tenderfoot from Nebraska. 
Port Keno was, of course, not a real fort; but it was 
X i barracks. The town was an imitation towxL 
'} rt, spick, span, in rows, with nicely planted trees 

green grass-plats (kept in condition at vast expense 
c War Department), stood on the bank of the slug- 
nver, while just below it and across the stream 
od the town, drab, flea-bitten, unkempt, 
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with tin cans and old bottles, a collection of saloons, 
gambling-houses and nameless dives, with a few people — 
a very few — making an honest living by selling groceries, 
saddles, and coal-oil. 

Among the industries of Keno City was a livery-and- 
sales stable, and Kelley, with intent to punish himself, 
at once applied for the position of hostler. "You 
dumed fool," he said, addressing himself, **as you've 
played the drunken Injun, suppose you play valet to a 
lot of mustangs for a while." 

As a disciplinary design he felicitated himself as 
having hit upon the most humiliating and distasteful 
position in Keno. It was understood that Harford of 
the Cottonwood Corral never hired a real man as host- 
ler. He seemed to prefer bums and tramps, either because 
he could get them cheaper or else because no decent man 
would work for him. He was an "arbitrary cuss" and 
ready with gun or boot. He came down a long trail of 
weallier-wom experiences in the Southwest, and showed 
it in 1x>th face and voice. He was a big man who had 
once been fatter, but his wrinkled and sour visage seldom 
crinkled into a smile. He had never been jolly, and he 
was now morose. 

Kelley hated him. That, too, was another part of his 
elaborate scheme of self-punishment — hated, but did 
not fear him, for Tall Ed Kelley feared nothing that 
walked the earth or sailed the air. "You bum," he 
continued to say in bitter derision as he caught glimpses 
of himself of a morning in the little fragment of broken 
glass which, being tacked on the wall, served as mirror 
in the oflSce. "You dumed mangy coyote, you need a 
shave, but you won't get it. You need a clean shirt and 
a new bandanna, but you won't get them, neither — ^not 
yet awhile. You'll earn 'em by going without a drop 
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ci whisky and by forking maaiire f er the next six months. 
You hear me?" 

He slept in the bam on a soiled, ill-smelling bunk, 
and his hours of repose were broken by calls on the 
telephone or by some one beating at the door late at 
night or early in the morning; but he always responded 
without a word of complaint. It was all lovdy dis- 
cipline. It was like batting a measly bronco over the 
head in correction of some grievous fault (like nipping 
your calf, for example), and he took a grim satisfaction 
in going about degraded and forgotten of his fellows, for 
no one in Keno knew that this grimy hostler was cow- 
boss on the Perco. This, in a certain d^jee, softened 
his disgrace and lessened his punishment, but he couldn't 
quite bring himself to the task of explaining just how 
he had come to leave the range and go into service with 
Harford. 

The officers of the fort, when tired of the ambulance, 

occasionally took out a team and covered rig, and so 

Kelley came in contact with the commanding officer, 

Major Dugan, a fine figure of a man with carefully bar- 

bered head and immaculate uniform. In Kelley's esti* 

mation he was almost too well kept for a man nearing 

fifty. He was, indeed, a gallant to whom comely women 

were still the fairest kind of game. 

In truth, Tall Ed as hostler often furnished the major 

th a carriage, in which to make some of his private 

leditio and this was another and final disgrace 

t cowman perceived and commented upon. 

an old libertine like the n:iajor in concealing 

3 Lt journeys was the nethermost deep of **self- 

" but when the pretty young wife of his em- 

ae the object of the major's attention Kelley 

uirown into doubt. 
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Anita Harford, part Spanish and part German, as 
sometimes happens in New Mexico, was a curious and 
interesting ndxture with lovely golden-brown hair and 
big, dark-brown eyes. She had the ingratiating smile 
of the sefiora, her mother, and the moods of gravity, 
almost melancholy, of her father. 

She had been away in Albuquerque dtiring the first 
week of Kelley's hostlership, and though he had heard 
something of her from the men about the corral, he 
had, no great interest in her till she came one afternoon 
to the door of the stable, where she paused like a snow- 
white, timid antelope and softly said: 

** Are you the new hostler?" 

**I am, miss." 

She smiled at his mistake. "I am Mrs. Harfcml. 
Please let me have the single buggy and bay Nellie." 

Kelley concealed his surprise. "Sure thing, mom. 
Want her right now?" 

"If you please." 

As she moved away so lightly and so daintily Kelley 
stared in stupefaction. "Guess I've miscalculated some- 
where. Old Harf must have more drag into him than 
I made out. How did the old seed get a woman like 
that? Tears Hke he's the champion hypnotic spieler 
when it comes to 'skirts.'" 

He hitched-up the horse in profotmd meditation. For 
the first time since his downfall his humiliation seemed 
just a trifle deeper than was necessary. He regretted 
his filthy shirt and his unshorn cheeks, and as he brought 
the horse aroimd to the door of the boss's house he slipped 
out of the buggy on the oflE side, hurriedly tethered the 
mare to the pole, and retreated to his alley like a rat 
to its burrow. The few moments when Anita's clear eyes 
had rested upon him had been moments of self-revelation. 
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"Kdley, you're all kinds of a blankety fool," said he. 
"You're causing yourself a whole lot of extra misery 
and you're a disgtistin' object, besides. It isn't neces- 
sary f er you to be a skunk in order to give yourself a 
welting. Go now and get a shave and a dean shirt, 
and start again." 

This he did, and out of his next week's pay he bought 
a clean pair of overalls and a new sombrero, so that when 
he came back to the bam Harford was disturbed. 

"Hope you aren't going to pull out, Kelley? You 
suit me, and if it's a question of pay, I'll raise you a 
couple of dollars on a week." 

"Oh no, I'm not leaving. Only I jest felt like I was 
a little too measly. 'Pears like I ought to afford a dean 
shirt. It does make a heap of difference in the looks of 
a feller. No, I'm booked to stay with you fer a while 
yet." 

Naturally thereafter little Mrs. Harford filled a large 
place in Kelley's gloomy world. He was not a romantic 
person, but he was often lonesome in the midst of his self- 
imposed penance. He forbade himself the solace of the 
saloon. He denied himself a day or even an hour off 
duty, and Harford, secretly amazed and inwardly de- 
lighted, went so far one day as to offer him a dgar. 

Kelley waved it away. "No, I've cut out the to- 
bacco, too." 

This astounded his boss. "Say, it's a wonder you 
escaped the ministry." 

"It's more of a wonder than you know," replied 
Keiley* **I was headed right plumb that way till I 
ttM seventeen. My mother had it all picked out fer 
liQi^ Then I broke away." 

^JEEvrford, with the instinctive caution of the plains- 
pursued the subject no further. He was content 
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to know that for a very moderate wage he had secured 
the best man with horses that the stable had ever known. 
His only anxiety related to the question of keeping his 
find. 

"Kelley's too good to be permanent," he said to his 
wife that night. "He'll skip out with one of the best 
saddle-horses some night, or else he'll go on a tearing 
drunk and send the whole outfit up in smoke. I don't 
understand the cuss. He looks like the usual hobo out 
of a job, but he's as abstemious as a New England deacon. 
'Pears like he has no faults at all." 

Anita had been attracted to Kelley, lowly as he 
looked, and, upon hearing his singular virtues recounted 
by her husband, opened her eyes in augmented in- 
terest. All the men in her world were rough. Her 
father drank, her brothers fought and swore and cheated, 
and her husband was as free of speech in her presence 
as if she were another kind of man, softening his words 
a little, but not much. Therefore, the next time she 
met Kelley she lingered to make conversation with him, 
rejoicing in his candid eyes and handsome face. She 
observed also that his shirt was clean and his tie new. 
"He looks almost Hke a soldier," she thought, and this 
was her highest compliment. 

Surrounded as she was by gamblers, horse-jockeys, 
cattle-buyers, and miners, all (generally speaking) of 
the same slouchy, tmkempt type, she recognized in the 
officers of the fort gentlemen of highest breeding and 
radiant charm. Erect, neat, brisk of step, the lieuten- 
ants on parade gave oS something so aUen, yet so sweet, 
that her heart went out to them collectively, and when 
they lifted their caps to her individually, she smiled 
upon them all with childish unconsciousness of their 
dangerous qualities. 
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Most of the younger tmmanied men took these smiles 
to be as they were, entirely without guile. Others spoke 
jestingly (in private) of her attitude, but were inclined 
to respect Harford's reputation as a gunman. Only 
the major himself was reckless enough to take advantage 
of the young wife's admiration for a uniform. 

Kelley soon understood the situation. His keen eyes 
and sensitive ears informed him of the light estimation 
in which his employer's wife was held by the major; 
but at first he merely said, "This is none of your funeral, 
Kelley. Stick to your currycomb. Harford is able to 
take care of his own." 

This good resolution weakened the very next time 
Anita met him and prettily praised him. "Mr. Har- 
ford says you are the best man he ever had, and I think 
that must be so, for my pony never looked so clean and 
shiny." 

Kelley almost blushed, for (as a matter of faithful 
history) he had spent a great deal of time brushing bay 
Nellie. She did indeed shine like a bottle, and her 
harness, newly oiled and carefully burnished, glittered 
as if composed of jet and gold. 

" Oh, that's all right ; it's a part of my job," he replied, 
as carelessly as he could contrive. " I like a good horse " 
— "and a pretty woman," he might have added, but he 
didn't. 

Although Anita lingered as if desiring a word or two 

> the tall hostler tinned resolutely away and dis- 
ed into the stable. 

J ' Nellie, as the one dependable carriage-horse in 

outfit of broncos, had been set aside for the use 

Am a her friends, but Kelley had orders from 

I let the mare out whenever the women did not 

', provided a kindly driver was assured, and so 
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it happened that the wives of the officers occasionally 
used her, although none of them could be called friends 
or even acquaintances of little Mrs. Harford. 

Kelley observed their distant, if not contemptuous, 
nods to his employer's wife as they chanced to meet her 
on the street, but he said no word, even when some of 
the town loafers frankly commented on it. He owed 
nothing to Harford. **It's not my job to defend his 
wife's reputation." Nevertheless, it made him hot 
when he heard one of these loafers remark: "I met the 
old major the other evening driving along the river 
road with Harf's wife. Somebody better warn the 
major, or there'll be merry hell and a military funeral 
one of these days." 

"I reckon you're mistaken," said Kelley. 

^'Not by a whole mile! It was dark, but not so dark 
but that I could see who they were. They were in a 
top buggy, drivin' that slick nag the old man is so 
choice about." 

"When was it?" asked Kelley. 

"Night before last. I met 'em up there just at the 
bend of the river." 

Kelley said no more, for he remembered that Anita 
had called for the horse on that date just about sun- 
down, and had driven away alone. She returned alone 
about ten — ^at least, she drove up to the stable door 
alone, but he recalled hearing the low tones of a man's 
voice just before she called. 

It made him sad and angry. He muttered an im- 
precation against the whole world of men, himself in- 
cluded. "If I hadn't seen her — ^if I didn't know how 
sweet and kind and pretty she was — I wouldn't mind," 
he said to himself. "But to think of a little babe Uke 
her — " He checked himself. "That old cockalorum 
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needs killing. I wonder if I've got to do it?" he asked 
in conclusion. 



u 

Harford came home the next day, and for several weeks 
there was no further occasion for gossip, although Kelley 
had his eyes on the major so closely that he could 
neither come nor go without having his action analyzed. 
He kept close record of Anita's coming and going also, 
although it made him feel like a scoundrel whenever 
she glanced at him. He was sure she was only the 
thoughtless child in all her indiscretions, with a child's 
romantic admiration of a handsome uniform. 

**I'll speak to her," he resolved. "I'll hand her out 
a word of warning just to clear my conscience. She 
needs a big brother or an tmcle — some one to give her 
ajolt, andrildoit!" 

The opportimity came one day soon after Harford's 
return, but his cotirage almost failed at the moment 
of meeting, so dainty, so small, so charming, and so bird- 
like did the yotmg wife seem. 

She complimented him again on the condition of the 
mare and asked, timidly, ''How much does my husband 
pay you?" 

"More than I'm worth," he replied, with gloomy self- 
depredation. 

She caught the note of bitterness in his voice and 
i at him a moment in surprised silence, her big eyes 
ot question. "What made you say that?" 

r, repenting of his lack of restraint, smiled and 

"Oh, I felt that way — ^for a minute. You see, I 

i a high life of ease. I was a nobleman — an 
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She smiled and uttered an incredulous word, but he 
went on: 

** Yes, although my name is Kelley, I belong to a long 
line of kings. I'm working as hostler just to sqtiare 
myself fer having killed a man. You see, my queen 
was kind o' foolish and reckless and let a certain English 
duke hang round her till I got locoed, and, being nat- 
urally quick on the trigger, I slew him." 

She was not stupid. She understood, and with quick, 
resentful glance she took the reins from his hands and 
stepped into the carriage. 

Kelley, silenced, and with a feeling that he had btmgled 
his job, fell back a pace, while she drove away without 
so much as a backward glance. 

** I reckon she got it," he said, grimly, as he went back 
to his work. *' I didn't put it out just the way I had it 
in my head, but she 'peared to sense enough of it to 
call me a Piute for butting in. If that don't work on 
her I'll tack a warning on the major which nobody will 
misread fer a joke." 

As the hours of the afternoon went by he became more 
and more uneasy. "I hope she'll turn up before dark, 
fer Harf is Uable to get back any minute," he said a 
dozen times, and when at last he saw her coming up the 
street with a woman in the seat beside her he breathed 
deeply and swore heartily in his relief. **I guess my 
parable kind o' worked," he said, exultantly. "She's 
kept clear of the old goat this trip." 

The little lady stopped her horse at the door of the 
stable and with a cool and distant nod alighted and 
walked away. 

**I'm the hostler now — sure thing," grinned Kelley. 
"No raise of pay fer Tall Ed this week." 

He was in reality quite depressed by the change in 
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her attitude toward him. "Reckon I didn't get just 
the right slaunch on that warning of mine — and yet 
at the same time she ought to have seen I meant it 
kindly. — Oh well, hell! it's none o' my funeral, anyway. 
Harford is no green squash, he's a seasoned old warrior 
who ought to know when men are stealing his wife." 
And he went back to his dusty duties in full determina- 
tion to see nothing and do nothing outside the bam. 

Nevertheless, when, thereafter, anybody from the fort 
asked for bay Nellie, he gave out that she was engaged, 
and the very first time the major asked for the mare 
Kelley not only brusquely said, ** She's in use," but 
hung up the receiver in the midst of the major's ex- 
planation. 

The town gossips were all busy with the delightful 
report that Mrs. Harford had again been seen driving 
with the major, whose reputation for gallantry, mon- 
strously exaggerated by the reek of the saloons, made 
even a single hour of his company a dash of pitch to 
the best of women. Kelley speculated on just how long 
it would take Harford to learn of these hints against 
his wife. Some of his blunt followers were quite cap* 
able of telling him in so many words that the major was 
doing him wrong, and when they did an explosion would 
certainly take place. 

One day a couple of Harford's horses, standing before 
the stable, became frightened and ran away up the 
street. Kelley, leaping upon one of the fleetest broncos 
in the stalls, went careering in pursuit just as Anita 
came down the walk. He was a fine figure of a man 
even when slouching about the bam, but moimted he 
was magnificent. It was the first time he had ridden 
since the loss of his own outfit, and the feel of a vigor- 
ous steed beneath his thighs, the noise of pounding f eet» 
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the rush of air, filled his heart with mingled e}cultation 
and regret. He was the centaur again. 

Anita watched him pass and disappear with a feeling 
of surprise as well as of admiration. She was skilled 
in reading the character of men on horseback, and 
peculiarly sensitive to such an exhibition of grace and 
power. Her hostler was transformed into something new 
and wholly admirable, and she gladly took the trouble 
to watch for his return, as she could not witness the 
roping and the skilful subduing of the outlaws. 

The pictiire he made as he tore along, swinging his rope, 
had displaced that of the dirty, indifEerent hostler, and 
Anita thereafter looked upon him with respect, notwith- 
standing his presumptuous warning, which stUl lay heavy 
in her ears. 

She still resented his interference, but she resented it 
less now that she knew him better. She began to wonder 
about him. Who was he? Why was he the hostler? 
Naturally, being wise in certain ways of men, she in- 
ferred that strong drink had "set him afoot"; but 
when she hesitantly approached her husband on this 
point, his reply was brusque: **I don't know anything 
about Kelley, and don't want to know. So long as he 
does his work his family vault is safe." 

Still desiring to be informed, she turned to her ser- 
vants, with no better results; they knew very Uttle about 
Tall Ed, "but we like him," they were free to say. 

This newly discovered mystery in the life of her 
hostler accompUshed what his warning had failed to 
do; it caused her to neglect her correspondence with the 
major. His letter lay in a hollow willow-tree on the 
river road tmread for nearly a week. And when, one 
afternoon, she finally rode by to claim it, her interest was 
strangely dulled. The spice of the adventure was gone. 
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As she was about to deliver her pony to Kelley that 
night he handed her an envelope, and, with penetrating 
glance, said: *' I found this on the river road to-day. I 
wouldn't write any more such — if I was you; it ain't 
nice and it ain't safe." 

It was her own letter, the one she had but jtist written 
and deposited in the tree. She chilled and stiffened 
under the keen edge of Kelley's contemptuous pity, then 
burned hot with illogical rage. 

What right — ? You spied on me. It's a shame!" 

So it is!" he agreed, qtiietly; **but I don't want any 
killing done — imless I do it myself." 

You are a thief," she accused. 

All right," he answered, dispassionately. "Spy^— 
keeper — ^big brother — dog — anything goes — only I don't 
intend to let you slide to hell without a protest. You're 
nothing but a kid — a baby. You don't know what you're 
going into. I'm an old stager; I know a whole lot that I 
wish I didn't know. I've known women who said they 
didn't care — ^lots of 'em — but they did; they all cared. 
They all knew they'd lost out. There's only one end to 
the trail you're starting in on, and it ain't a pretty one. 
Harf married you in good faith, and even if he is gettin' 
old and slow-footed and skinny, he's your husband and 
entitled to a square deal." 

Blinded by her tears, and weak with passionate resent- 
ment of his tone, she could scarcely clamber down from 
the carriage. As soon as her feet touched the ground 
she started away. Kelley retained her by the force of 
his hand upon her wrist. 

"Wait a moment," he said, huskily. "You're mad 
now and you want to murder me, but think it all over 
and you'll see I'm your friend." 
There was something in his voice which caused her 
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to look squarely up into his face, and the tenderness she 
saw there remain^ long in her memory. 

"You're too sweet and lovely to be the sport of a 
cheap skate like that. Don't throw yourself away on 
any n^in. Good-by and God bless ye." 

She walked away with bent head and tear-bUnded 
eyes, her heart filled with weakness and pain. She was 
like a child justly ptmished, yet resenting it, and mingled 
with her resentment was a growing love and admiration 
for the n:ian whose blunt words had bruised her soul in 
the hope of her redemption. 

Kdley went back to his little office, gathered his small 
bdongings together, and called up Harford on the 
'phone. "I'll take that blue cayuse and that Denver- 
brand saddle, and call it square to date. ... Yes, I'm 
leaving. I've got a call to a ranche over on the Perco. 
Sorry, but I reckon I've worked out my sentence. . . . 
All right. So long." 

Ten minutes later he was mounted and riding out of 
town. The air was crisp with autumn frost and the 
stars were blazing innumerably in the sky. A coyote 
had begun his evening song, and to the north rose the 
high, dark mass of the Book cliffs. Toward this wall 
he directed his way. He hurried like one fleeing from 
temptation, and so indeed he was. 



KELLBT AS MARSHAL 



A LONG about '96 Sulphtir Springs had become several 
Jx kinds of a bad town. From being a small liquor- 
ing-up place for cattlemen it had taken on successively 
the character of a land-office, a Itunber-camp, and a coal- 
mine. 

As a cow town it had been hardly more than a hamlet. 
As a mining center it rose to the dignity of possessing 
(as Judge Pulf oot was accustomed to boast) nearly two 
thousand souls, not counting Mexicans and Navajos. 
It lay in the hot hollows between penon-spotted hills, 
but within sight spread the grassy slopes of the secondary 
mountains over whose tops the snow-lined peaks of the 
Continental Divide loomed in stem majesty. 

The herders still carried Winchesters on their saddles 
and revolvers strung to their belts, and each of them 
strove to keep up cowboy traditions by unloading his 
weapon on the slightest provocation. The gamblers also 
sustained the conventions of their profession by killing 
one another now and again, and the average citizen 
regarded these activities with a certain approval, for 
iSbkf all denoted a "live town." 

"The boys need diversion," said the mayor, "and so 
long as they confine their celebrations to such hours as 
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will not disturb the children and women — at least, the 
domestic kind of women — ^I won't complain." 

And really, it is gratifying to record that very few 
desirable citizens were shot. Sulphur continued to 
thrive, to glow in the annals of mountain chivahy, until 
by some chance old Tom Homaby of Wire Grass was 
elected Senator. That victory marked the beginning of 
the decline of Sulphur. 

Homaby was Pulf oot's candidate, and the judge took 
a paternal pride in him. He even went up to the capital 
to see him sworn in, and was there, unf ortimately, when 
the humorous member from Lode alluded to Homaby 
as "my esteemed colleague from 'Brimstone' Center, 
where even the judges tote guns and the children 
chew dynamite" — and what was still more disturbing, 
he was again in the capital when the news came of 
the shooting and robbing of a couple of coal-miners, 
the details of which filled the city papers with sar- 
castic allusions to **Tom Homaby 's Uve town on The 
Stinking Water." 

Homaby, being a heavy owner of land in and about 
Sulphur, was very properly furious, and Judge Pulfoot — 
deeply grieved — ^was, indeed, on the instant, converted, 
A great Ught fell about him. He perceived his home 
town as it was — or at least he got a glimpse of it as it 
appeared to the timid souls of civilized men. He cow- 
ered before Homaby. 

"Tom, you're right," he sadly agreed. "The old 
town needs cleaning up. It sure is disgraceful." 

Homaby buttered no parsnips. "You go right back,'* 
said he, "and kick out that bonehead marshal of yours 
and put a full-sized man into his place, a man that will 
cut that gtm-play out and distribute a few of those plug- 
uglies over the landscape. What chance have I got in 
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this Legislature as the 'Senator from Brimstone Cen* 
ter'? I'll never get shet of that fool tag whilst I'm 
up here." 

*'You certainly have a right to be sore," the judge 
admitted. **But it ain't no boy's job, cleaning up our 
little burg. It's going to be good, stiflE work. I don't 
know who to put into it." 

•'I do." 

•'Who?" 

"My foreman, Ed Kelley." 

"I don't know him." 

"Well, I do. He's only been with me a few months, 
but I've tried him and he's all right. He's been all over 
the West, knows the greasers and Injuns, and can take 
care of himself anywhere. The man don't live that can 
scare him. You notice his eyes! He's got a glare like 
the muzzle of a silver-plated double-barrel shotgtm. He 
don't know what fear is. I've seen him in action, and I 
know." 

The judge was impressed. "Will the board accept 
him?" 

"They've got to accept him or go plumb to the devil 
down there. These articles and speeches have put us 
in wrong with the whole state. This wild West business 
has got to be cut out. It scares away capital. Now you 
get busy!" 

The judge went back resolved upon a change of ad- 
ministration. The constituent who held the office of 
marshal was brave enough, but he had grown elderly 
and inert. He was, in truth, a joke. The gamblers 
fattighed at him and the cowboys "played horse" with 
Mm. The spirit of deviltry was stronger than it had 
0flBr been in the history of the county. 

''Something religious has got to be done," the judge 
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argued to the city fathers, and, having presented Hor* 
naby's message, demanded the installation of Kelley. 

TTie board listened attentively, but were unconvinced. 
''Who is this Kelley? He's nothing but a tramp, a 
mounted hobo. Who knows him?*' 

"Homaby knows him and wants him, and his order 
goes. Let's have him in and talk with him, any- 
how." 

Kelley was called in. He showed up a tall, composed 
young fellow of thirty, with weather-worn face and 
steady gray eyes in which the pupils were imusually 
small and very dark blue. His expression was calm and 
his voice pleasant. He listened in amused silence while 
the judge told him what the program was. Then he 
said: 

"That's a whale of a job you've laid out for me; but 
Homaby's boss. All is, if I start in on this, you fellows 
have got to see me through. It's a right stiS program 
and I need some insurance. 'Pears to me like there 
should be a little pot for Tall Ed at the end of this game 
— say, three dollars a day and a couple of hundred bones 
when everything is quiet." 

To this the judge agreed. "You go in and dean up. 
Run these gunmen down the valley. Cut out this 
amatoor wild West business — it's hurting us. Property 
is depreciating right along. We certainly can't stand any 
more of this brimstone business. Go to it! We'll see 
that you're properly reimbursed." 

"All right. Judge. But you understand if I go into 
this peacemaking war I draw no political lines. I am 
chief for the time being, and treat everybody alike — 
greasers, 'Paches, your friends, my friends, everybody." 

"That's all right. It's your deal," said the judge and 
the aldermen. 

112 



I 



KELLEY AS MARSHAL 



Tall Ed had drifted into Sulphur from the Southwest 
some six months before, and although fairly well known 
among the ranchers on the Wire Grass, was not a familiar 
figure in town. The news of his appointment was re- 
ceived with laughter by the loafers and with wonder by 
the quiet citizens, who coldly said: 

"He appears like a full-sized man, but size don't 
count. There's Clayt Mink, for instance, the woist 
little moth-eaten scrap in the state, and yet he'll kill at 
the drop of a hat. Sooner or later he's going to try out 
this new marshal same as he did the others." 

This seemed likely, for Mink owned and operated the 
biggest gambling-house in Sulphur, and was consid- 
ered to be (as he was) a dangerous man. He already 
hated Kelley, who had once protected a drunken ca^ 
tleman from being almost openly robbed in his saloon. 
Furthermore, he was a relentless political foe to 
Homaby. 

He was indeed a mere scrap of a man, with nothing 
about him full-sized except his mustache. And yet, 
despite his unheroic physique, he was quick and remorse- 
less in action. In Italy he would have carried a d^ger. 
In England he would have been a light-weight rough- 
and-tumble fighter. In the violent West he was a gun- 
man, menacing every citizen who crossed his inclination, 
and he took Kelley's appointment as a direct a&ont oa 
the part of Homaby and Pulfoot. 

"He'd better keep out of my way," he remarked to 
^his friends, with a malignant sneer. 

Kdley was not deceived in his adversary. "He's a 

coward at heart, like all these hair-hung tri^ers," he 

aaid to Pulfoot. "I'm not himting any trouUe with 
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him, but — " It was not necessary to finish his sentence; 
his voice and smile indicated his meaning. 

The town was comparatively quiet for the first month 
or two after Kelley took office. It seemed that the rough 
element was reflectively taking his measure, and 
Homaby's herders, as they rode in and out of town, told 
stories of Tall Ed's rough and ready experiences, which 
helped to establish official confidence in him. 

"I reckon we've done the right thing this time,'* 
wrote Pulfoot to Homaby. "The boys all seem to 
realize we've got a man in office." 

This calm, this unnatural calm, was broken one night 
by Mink himself, who shot and all but killed the livery- 
stable keeper in a dispute over roulette. Knowing that 
his deed would bring the new marshal down upon him at 
once, the gambler immediately declared determined war. 

"The man who comes after me will need a wooden 
overcoat," he promulgated. "I won't stand being 
hounded. That hostler was pulling his gun on me. I 
got him first, that's all. It was a fair fight, and every- 
body knows it." 

Ilie liveryman was, in fact, armed at the time, and the 
disposition of many citizens was to "let him learn his 
lesson." But Judge Pulfoot, fearing Homaby's temper, 
ordered Kelley to get his man. 

" Tom wants that weasel disdplined,** he said. " He's 
a damage to the community." 

Kelley received his orders with calmness. "Well, 
Judge," he said, after a little pause, "I'll get him, but 
I'd like to do it in my own way. To go after him just 
now gives him the inside podtion. He'll hear of me the 
minute I start and will be backed up into the comer 
somewhere with his gun all poised." 

"Are you afraid?" 
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"You can call it that," the young marshal languidly 
replied *' I don't believe in taking fool chances. Mink 
is a dead shot, and probably wire-edged with whisky 
and expecting me. My plan is to wait until he's a little 
oflE his guard — ^then go in quick and pull him down." 

To this the judge gave reluctant consent. But when, 
a few hours later, he heard that Mink had disappeared 
he was indignant. "You get that devil or we'll let 
you out," he said, and showed a telegram from Homaby 
protesting against this new outbreak of violence. "The 
old man's red-headed over it." 

"I know it," said Kelley. '* I heard from him to that 
effect. K the hostler dies we won't see Mink no more. 
If he's in town I'll get him. Good night. ' ' 

III 

A few days later, as he was walking up the street, half 
a dozen men successively spoke to him, saying, " NCnk's 
at home, loaded — and looking for you!" And each of 
them grinned as he said it, joyotisly anticipating trouble. 
Without a word, other than a careless, "That so?" 
Kelley passed on, and a thrill of excitement ran through 
the hearts of the loafers. 

It was about simset of a dusty autumn afternoon, and 

t cowboys and miners (gathered in knots along the 

eet), having eaten their suppers, were ready to be 

< led. Upon seeing Kelley approach with easy 

t r passed the joyous word along. Each spec- 

r s afraid he might miss some part of the play. 

LS fully aware that his official career and per- 

jfe hung in the balance. To fail of arresting the 

LS to brand himself a bimgler and to expose 

z to the contempt of other sure-shot ruffians. 
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However, having faced death many times in the desert 
and on the range, he advanced steadily, apparently un- 
disturbed by the warnings he had received. 

Just before reaching Mink's saloon he stepped into 
Lemont's drug-store, a cheap little shop where candy 
and dgats and other miscdlaneous goods were sold. 
The only person in the place was Rosa Lemont, a slim, 
little maid of about fifteen years of age. 

"Hello, Rosie," he said, quietly. "I want to slip 
out your back door." He smiled meaningly. *'The 
street is a trifle crowded just now." 

With instant comprehension of his meaning she led 
the way. "Don't let them kill you," she whispered, 
with scared lips. 

"I'll try not to," he answered, lightly. 

Once in the alley, he swimg his revolver to a handy 
spot on his thigh and entered the saloon abruptly from 
the rear. 

The back room, a rude dance-hall, was empty, but 
the door into the barroom was open, and he slipped 
through it like a shadow. Mink was not in sight, but 
the barkeeper stood rigidly on duty. 

"Hello, Jack!" called Kelley, as he casually ap- 
proached the bar. "Where's the boss?" 

Before he had finished his question he detected his 
n:ian reflected in the n:iirror behind the bar. The 
gambler imagined himself to be hidden behind the screen 
which separated the women's drinking-place from the 
main room, and did not know that Kelley had seen him 
in the glass. His revolver was in his hand and malig- 
nant purpose blazed in his e3^es — and yet he hesitated. 
Lawless as he was, it appeared that he could not in- 
stantly bring hinQsetf to the point of shooting an officer 
in the back. 
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Kelley, realizing his disadvantage, and knowing that 
any attempt to forestall the action of his enemy would 
be fatal, cheerily called out to an acquaintance who 
stood in a stupor of fear, farther up the bar: "Howdy, 
Sam! Come and have a drink/' His jovial tone and 
apparent ignorance of danger prolonged Mink's moment 
of indecision. The third man thought Kelley unaware 
of his danger, but did not have the courage to utter a 
sound. 

The marshal, perceiving certain death in the assassin's 
eyes, was about to whirl in a desperate effort to get at 
least one shot at him, when something happened! 
Some one caromed against the screen. It toppled and 
fell upon the gambler, disconcerting his aim. His bullet 
went wide, and Kelley was upon him like a tiger before 
he could recover control of his weapon, and they both 
went to the sawdust together. 

Now came a singular revelation of the essential 
cowardice of the desperado. Deprived of his revolver 
and helpless in Kelley's great hands, he broke down. 
White, trembling, drooling with terror, he pleaded for 
his life. "Don't shoot — don't kill me!" he repeated 
over and over. 

**I ought to kill you," argued Kelley, with a reflective 
hesitation which wrought his captive to a still greater 
frenzy of appeal. 

"I beg— I beg," he whined. "Don't shoot!" 

Amazed and disgusted with the man's weakness, Kelley 
kkked him in the ribs. " Get up !" he said, shortly. 

Mink arose, but no sooner was he on his feet than his 
ecwtrage returned. "I'll have your heart for this," he 
waidt venomously. Then his mind took a sudden turn. 
"Wild pushed that screen onto me?" he asked. " I'll kill 
tlia man who did that." 

117 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

*' You'll have time to figure out that problem in the 
quiet of 'the jug/" said Kelley. "Come along." 

At the door of the calaboose the gambler braced him- 
self. "I won't go in there!" he declared. "I won't be 
jugged — I'll die right here — ^" 

Kelley's answer was a jerk, a twist, and a sudden 
thrust, which landed the redoubtable boaster in the 
middle of his cell. *' You can die inside if you want to," 
he said, and turned the key on him. ''My responsi- 
bility ends right here." 

IV 

The street was crowded with excited men and women 
as Kelley came back up the walk. One or two con- 
gratulated him on his escape from sudden death, but the 
majority resented him as "the hired bouncer" of the 
land-boomers in the town. 

"Who pushed that screen?" was the question which 
everybody asked of Kelley. 

" I didn't see," he responded. "I was busy just about 
that time." 

In truth he had only glimpsed a darting figure, but 
one he knew! Who else but Rosa Lemont could have 
been so 6pportune and so effective in her action? She 
alone knew of his presence in the alley. 

She was only a plain little hobbleddioy, half Mexican 
and half French, and not yet out of short dresses, and 
Kelley had never paid her any attention beyond passing 
the time of day, with a kindly smile; and yet with the 
fervid imagination of her race she had already conceived 
a passionate admiration for Kelley. Knowing that he 
was entering Mink's death-trap, she had followed him 
like a faithful squire, eager to defend, and, understand- 
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ing his danger to the full, had taken the simplest and 
most effective means of aiding him. From the doorway 
she had witnessed his victory; then flying through the 
rear door, had been in position at the store window as 
he passed with his prisoner on his way to the calaboose. 

When Kelley came back to her door, with intent to 
thank her for what she had done, he found the room 
full of excited men, and with instinctive delicacy passed 
on his way, not wishing to involve her in the story of the 
arrest. 

It appeared that all the men of the town who thrived 
by lawlessness and vice now decided to take up Mink's 
case and make his discharge an issue. A sudden demon- 
stration of their political power brought the judge to 
terms. He weakened. The gambler was released with 
a fine of one himdred dollars and a warning to keep the 
peace, and by noon of the following day was back in 
his den, more truculent than ever. 

Kelley was properly indignant. "But the man tried 
to loll me!*' he protested to the court. 

"He swears not,*' replied the justice. "We have 
punished him for resisting an officer. That is the best 
we can do." 

"What about Jake?" 

"Oh, well! That was *war.' Jake had a gtm, and 
Mink is able to prove that he shot in self-defense. 
Furthermore, he has settled with Jake." 

Kelley argued no more. He could have called Rosa 
in as a witness to the attempt upon his life, but to do so 
would expose her to public comment, and her big, 
solemn, worshipful eyes had already produced in him 
a vague pity. Without understanding fully her feeling, 
he knew that she looked up to him, and he perceived 
tiiat 1^ was bom to sorrow in larger measure than she 
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deserved. Sallow, thin, boyish, she gave promise of a 
kind of beauty which would sometime make her desired 
of both white men and brown. 

"Poor little mongrel!" he said to himself. "She's in 
for misery enough without worrying over me." 

"Well, I'm up against it now," Kelley remarked to 
Dad Miller, Homaby's foreman, the next time he met 
him. "Mink's friends have thrown a scare into the 
judge and he has turned that coyote loose against me. 
Looks like I had one of two things to do — ^kill the cuss 
or jump the town." 

"Shoot him on sight," advised Miller. 

"If I do that I'm 'in bad' with the court," KeUey 
argued. "You see, when I took him before, I had the 
law on my side. Now it's just man to man — ^until he 
commits another crime. Killing me wouldn't be a 
crime." 

"That's so," mused his friend. "You're cinched any 
way you look at it." 

Kdley went on: "Moreover, some of my greaser 
friends have started a line of fool talk about making me 
sheriflE, and that has just naturally set the whole political 
ring against me. They'd just as soon I got killed 
as not — a little sooner. IVe a right to resign, haven't 
I? Nobody has a license to call me a coward after- 
what I've done, have they?" 

"No license; but I reckon they will, all the same," 
responded his friend. 

Kelley *s face hardened. "Well, I'll disappoint 'em. 
I'm going to stay with it." However, he went to the 
mayor and voiced his resentment of the court's action. 

His Honor pretended to be greatly concerned. * * Now, 
don't quit on us, Ed. Homaby expects you to stay put. 
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You're the only man who can clean up the town. You've 
done great work already, and we appreciate it. In fact, 
we're going to raise your pay." 

** Pay tx> a corpse don't count," retorted Kelley. " It's 
a question of backing. You fellows have got to stand 
behind me." 

" We'll do it, Ed. Only, Homaby thinks you'd better 
put a card in the paper saying that you have no inten* 
tion of going into politics." 

"Oh, heU!" said Kelley, disgustedly. "Is Homaby 
suspicious of me, too? Well, for that I've a mind to 
nm," and he went out in deep disgust. 

As the days went by and no open movement against 
him took place, his vigilance somewhat relaxed. Mink 
kept to his lair like some treacherous, bloodthirsty 
animal, which was a bad sign. 

At heart Tall Ed was restless and discontented. Each 
day he walked the streets of the fly-bit town, dreaming 
of the glorious desert spaces he had crossed and of the 
high trails he had explored. He became more and more 
homesick for the hills. Far away to the north gleamed 
the snowy crest of the Continental Divide, and the 
desire to ride on, over that majestic barrier into valleys 
whose purple shadows allured him like banners, grew 
stronger. Each night he lifted his face to the stars 
and thought of his glorious moonlit camps on the Rio 
Perco sands, and the sound of waterfalls was in his 
dreams. 

"What am I here for?" he asked himself. "Why 
should I be watch-dog — ^me, a wolf, a free ranger! Why 
should I be upholding the law? What's the law to a 
tXEmp?" 

Had it not been for a curious sense of loyalty to 
EEocDat3Qr\ ^ded to a natural dislike of being called a 
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quitter, he would have surrendered his star and re- 
sumed his saddle. He owned a good horse once more 
and had earned nearly two htmdred dollars. "With my 
present outfit I can amble dear across to Or^on/' he 
assured himsdf , wistfully. 

As he stood with uplifted face, dreaming of the moun* 
tains, Rosa Lemont came down the street, and as she 
passed him said in a low voice: "Mink's on the plaza 
— crazy drunk. Watch out!" 

Kelley straightened and cast an unhurried glance 
around him. No one was in sight but a group of cow- 
punchers tying their horses in front of a saloon, and a 
few miners seated on the edge of the walk. Neverthe- 
less, he knew the girl had good reason for her warning, 
and so, after walking a block or two in the opposite di- 
rection, he turned and came slowly back up the main 
street till he reached Lemont's doorway, where he 
paused, apparently interested in something across the 
street. 

Rosa came from within and with equally well-simu- 
lated carelessness leaned against the door-frame. "Mink's 
bug-house," she explained, " and got a Winchester. He's 
just around the comer, waiting for you. He says he's 
going to shoot you on sight." She stammered a little 
with excitement, but her voice was low. 

" Much obliged, Rosie," he replied, feelingly. " Don't 
worry. I may see him first. And listen; while I have a 
chance I want to thank you for pushing tihat screen onto 
him. It was a good job." 

* * That's all right, ' ' die answered, hastily. * * But please 
be careful." 

"Don't worry," he gravely replied. "I've beat him 
once and I can do it again." And after a pause he 
added: "I reckon you're the only one that cares what 
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happens to me — ^but don't mix in this game, little one. 
Don't do it." 

A crowd had gathered in the street, with attention 
concentrated as if for a dog-fight, and Kelley, pushing 
his way through the circle, suddenly confronted Mink, 
who, as the object of interest, was busied in rolling a 
cigarette, while his Winchester leaned against a post. 
To this fact Kelley probably owed his life, for in the 
instant between the gambler's recognition and the snatch- 
ing up of his rifie Kelley was able to catch and depress the 
muzzle of the gtm before it was discharged. The bullet 
passed low, entering the wooden sidewalk close to his foot. 
*' I'll take that gun," he said, and would have immediate- 
ly overpowered his adversary had not several of the by- 
standers furiously closed in upon him. Single-handed be 
was forced to defend himself against these, his fellow- 
citizens, as well as against Mink, who struggled like a 
wildcat for the possession of his gun. One man seized 
the marshal from behind, pinioning his arms. Another 
htmg upon his neck. A third dogged at his knees, a 
fourth disarmed him. 

Battered, bruised, covered with blood and dirt, the 
marshal fought like a panther weighed down with hounds. 
Twice he went to earth smothered, blinded, gasping, but 
rose again almost miraculously, still unconquered, until 
at last, through the sudden weakening of the men on his 
right arm he gained possession of the rifle, and with one 
furious sweep brought it down on the gambler's head. 
Another circling stroke and his assailants fell away. 
"With blazing eyes he called out: ''Get back there now! 
Every man of your 

Breathing hard, he looked them over one by one. 
.•*Vott*re a pretty bunch of citizens," he said, vnih cut- 
ting contempt. ** You ought to be i^ot — every taan jack 
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of you!" Then glancing down at the wounded gambler 
at his feet, he added: " Some of you better take this whdp 
to a doctor. He needs help." 

Lemont and another of Mink's friends took up the 
unconscious man and carried him into the drug-store, 
and Kelley followed, with a feeling that all the town 
kwas against him, and that he must re-arm himself for a 
night of warfare. His revolver was gone, and to replace 
it and to gain a breathing-space he retreated to his 
room, his endurance all but exhausted. 

He had no regret for what he had done. On the con- 
trary, he took a savage satisfaction in having at last 
ended Mink, but as he hurriedly buckled on his cartridge- 
belt, he foresaw the danger ahead of him in Mink's 
friends, who, he knew, would get him if they could. 

The patter of feet in the hall and a knock at the door 
startled him. "Who's there?" he demanded, catching 
up his rifle. 

"It's Rosa," called a girlish voice. "Let me in." 

"Are you alone?" 

"Yes. Open! Quick!" 

He opened the door, gun in hand. "What is it, 
Rosie?" he gently asked. 

They're coming!" she answered, breathlessly. 

'Who're coming?" 

That saloon crowd. They're almost here!" 

Other footsteps sotmded on the stairs. "Run away, 
girl," said Kelley, softly. "There's going to be trouble — " 

Rosie pushed him back into the room. "No, nol 
Let me stay! Let me help you fight!" she plead^. 

While still he hesitated, Mrs. Mink, a short, squat 
woman with eyes aflame with hate, rushed through the 
doorway and thrust a rifle against Kelley's breast. 
Quick as a boxer Rosa pushed the weapon from the 
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woman^s hands and with desperate energy shoved her 
backward through the door and dosed it. 

"Run — ^run!" she called to the marshal. 

But Kelley did not move, and something in his face 
turned the girl's face white. He was standing like a man 
hj^pnotized, every muscle rigid. With fallen jaw and 
staring eyes he looked at the weapon in his hand. At 
last he spoke huskily: 

"Girl, youVe saved my soul from hell. You surdy 
have!" He shivered as if with cold, rubbing his hands 
stiflSy. "Yes,'* he muttered, "a second more and I'd V 
killed her — skilled a woman!" 

The sotmd of a fierce altercation came up the hall. 
Cautious footsteps were heard approaching, and at last 
a voice called out, "Hello, Kelley! You there?" 

"I am. What's wanted of me?" 

"It's the mayor. Let me speak with you a minute.'* 

Kelley considered for a breath or two; his brain was 
sluggish. "Open the door, Rosie," he finally said and 
backed against the wall. 

The girl obeyed, and the mayor entered, but his hands 
were open and raised. " Don't shoot, Ed. We're friends.** 
He was followed by the judge and a couple of aldermen. 

"It's all right, Ed," said the judge. . "Mink's coming 
to life. Put up your gun. We don't blame you. Hei 
had no call to attack an officer like that — " 

At the word "officer" Kelley let his rifle slip with a 
slam to the floor and began to fumble at the badge on 
his coat. "That reminds me, your Honor," he said, at 
last. "Here's a Uttle piece of tin that bdongs to you — 
or the dty." 

He tossed the loosened badge to the mayor, who 
GMg^ it deftly, protesting: "Oh, don't quit, Ed. 
You've just about won the fight. Stay with it." 
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A wry smile wrinkled one side of the trailer's set face. 
"I'm no fool, your Honor. I know when I've got 
enough. I don't mind being shot in the back and 
mobbed and wallered in the dirt — ^that's all in the day's 
work; but when it comes to having women pop in on 
me with Winchesters I must be excused. I'm leaving 
for the range. I'll enjoy being neighbor to the comes 
for a while. This civilized life is a Uttle too busy for 
me. 

Rosa, who had been listening, understood his mood 
much better than the men, and with her small hands 
upon his arm she pleaded: ''Take me with you! I hate 
these people — ^I want to go with you." 

He turned a tender, pitying, almost paternal glance 
upon her. "No, girl, no. I can't do that. You're too 
young. It wouldn't be right to snarl a grown woman's 
life up with mine — much less a child like you." Then, 
as if to soften the effect of his irrevocable decision, he 
added: "Perhaps some time we'll meet again. But 
it's good-by now." He put his arm about her and drew 
her to his side and patted her shoulder as if she were 
a lad. Then he turned. "Lend me a dollar. Judge 1 
I'm anxious to ride." 

The judge looked troubled. "We're sorry, Ed — but 
if you fed that way, why — " 

"That's the way I fed," answered the trailer, and his 
tone was condusive. 

Dusk was falling when, mounted on his horse, with 
his "stake" in his pocket, Kdley rode out of the stable 
into the street swarming with exdted men. The op- 
position had regained its courage. Ydls of vengeance 
rose: "Lynch him! Lynch the dog!" was the cry. 

Reining his bronco into the middle of the road, with 
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xifle across the pommel of his saddle, Kelley advanoed 
upon the crowd, in the shadowy fringes of which he could 
see ropes swinging in the hands of Mink's drunken 
partisans. 

"Come on, you devils!" he called. "Throw a rope if 
you dare." 

Awed by the sheer bravery of the challenge, the 
crowd slowly gave way before him. 

The block seemed a mile long to Kelley, but he rode 
it at a walk, his horse finding his own way, until at last 
he reached the bridge which led to the high-line Red 
Mountain road. Here he paused, faced about, and 
sheathed his Winchester, then with a wave of his hand 
toward Rosa Lemont, who had followed him thus far, 
he called out: 

"Good-by, girl! You're the only thing worth saving 
in the whole dem town. Adiosr 

And, defeated for the first time in his life. Tall Ed 
turned his cayuse's head to the San McGill range, 
with only the memory of a worshipful child-woman's 
face to soften the effect of his hard experience as the 
Marshal of Brimstone Basin. 



PARTNERS FOR A DAY 



CINNEBAR was filled with those who took chances. 
The tenderfoot staked his daim on the chance of 
seUing it again. The prospector toiled in his overlaad 
tunnel on the chance of cracking the apex of a vein. 
The small companies sank shafts on the chance of 
touching pay ore, the big companies tunneled deep and 
drifted wide in the hope of cutting several veins. The 
merchants built in the belief that the camp was a per- 
manent town, and the gamblers took chances of losing 
money if their game was honest, and put their lives at 
hazard if they cheated. 

Only the saloon-keepers took no diances whatever. 
They played the safe game. They rejoiced in a cer- 
tainty, for if the miners had good luck they drank to 
celebrate it, and if they had bad luck they drank to 
forget it — ^and so the liquor-dealers prospered. 

Tall Ed Kelley, on his long trip across "the big flat," 
as he called the valley between the Continental Divide 
and the Cascade Range, stopped at Cinnebar to see what 
was going on. In less than three days he sold his horse 
and saddle and took a chance on a leased mine. At the 
end of a year he was half owner in a timnel that was 
yielding a fair grade of ore and promised to pay, but he 
was not content. A year in one place was a long time 
for him, and he was already meditating a sale of his^ 
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interest in order that he might take up the line of his 
march toward the Northwest, when a curious experience 
came to him. 

One night as he drifted into the Palace saloon he f dt 
impelled to take a chance with "the white marble." 
That is to say, he sat in at the roulette-table and began 
to play small stakes. 

The man who rolled the marble was young and good- 
looking. Kelley had seen him before and liked him. 
Perhaps this was the reason he played roulette instead 
of faro. At any rate, he played, losing steadily at first — 
then, suddenly, the ball began to fall his way, and 
before the clock pointed to ten he had several hundred 
dollars in winnings. 

"This is my night," he said, on meeting the eyes of 
the young dealer. 

"Don't crowd a winning horse," retorted the man 
at the wheel; and Kelley caught something in his look 
which checked his play and led him to quit the game. 
In that glance the gambler had conveyed a friendly warn- 
ing, although he said, as Kelley was going away: "Be a 
sport. Give the wheel another show. See me to-morrow." 

Kelley went away with a distinct feeling of friendli- 
ness toward the youngster, whose appearance was quite 
unlike the ordinary gambler. He seemed not merely 
bored, but disgust^ with his trade, and Kelley said to 
himself: "That lad has a story to tell. He's no ordi- 
nary robber." 

The next afternoon he met the youth on the street. 
*'Much obliged for your tip last night. The game 
locdced all right to me." 

**It was aU right," replied the gambler. **I didn't 
fofifui that it was crooked. But I hate to see a good 
znan lose his money as you were sure to do." 
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I thought you meant the wheel was 'fixed.'*' 
Oh no. It's straight. I call a fair game. But I 
knew your run of luck couldn't last and" — ^he hesitated 
a little — **I'd kinda taken a fancy to you." 

"Well, that's funny, too," replied Kelley. "I went 
over to play your machine because I kind of cottoned 
to you. I reckon we're due to be friends. My name's 
Kelley— Tall Ed the boys call me." 

*' Mine is Morse — ^Fred Morse. I came out here with 
a grubstake, lost it, and, being out of a job, fell into roll- 
ing the marble for a hving. What are you — a miner?" 

"I naake a bluS at mining a leased claim up here, 
but I'll admit I'm nothing but a wandering cow-puncher 
— a kind of mounted hobo. I have an itch to keep 
moving. I've been here a year and I'm crazy to straddle 
a horse and ride ofiE into the West. I know the South 
and East pretty well — so the open country for me is off 
there where the sun goes down." His voice had a touch 
of poetry in it, and the other man, though he fdt the 
bigness of the view, said: 

" I never was on a horse in my life, and I don't like 
roughing it. But I like you and I wish you'd let me 
see something of you. Where are you Hving?" 

"Mostly up at my mine — ^but I have a room down 
here at the Boston House. I pick up my meals any- 
where." 

The yotmg man's voice grew hesitant. "Would you 
consider taking me in as a side partner? I'm lonesome 
where I am." 

Kelley was touched by the gambler's tone. "No 
harm trjdng," he said, with a smile. "We couldn't do 
more than kill each other. But I warn you I'm likely 
any day to buy an old cayuse and pull out. I'm sub- 
ject to fits like that." 
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"All right — I'll take the chance. I'm used to taJdng 
chances." 

Kelley laughed. "So am I." 

In this infonnal way they fonned a social partnership, 
and the liking they mutually acknowledged deepen^ 
soon into a friendship that was close akin to fraternal 
love. 

Within a week each knew pretty accurately the origin 
and history of the other, and although they had but an 
hour or two of an afternoon for talk, they grew to de- 
pend upon each other, strangely, and when one day Morse 
came into the room in tmwonted excitement and said, 
**Ed, I want you to do something for me," Kelley in- 
stantly replied: "All right, boy. Spit it out. What's 
wanted?" 

"I'm in a devil of a hole. My mother and my little 
sister are coming through here on their way to the 
Coast. They're going to stop off to see me. I want 
you to let me in on a partnership in your mine just 
for a day. They'll only stay a few hours, but I want 
to have them think I'm making my living in a mine. 
You get me?" 

"Sure thing, Fred. When are they due?" 

"To-morrow." 

"All right. You get a lay-off from your boss and 
we'll pull the deal through. I'll tell my old partner 
I've taken you in on my share and he'll carry out his 
part of it. He's a good deal of a bonehead, but no 
talker. But you'U have to put on some miner's duds 
and spend to-day riding around the hiUs to get a little 
sunburn. You don't look like a miner." 

"I know it. That worries me, too." 

Having given his promise, Kelley seemed eager to 
carry the plan through successfully. He was sorry 
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for the youth, but he was sorrier for the mother who 
was coming with such fond pride in the success of her 
son — for Morse confessed that he had been writing of 
his "mine" for a year. 

He outfitted his new partner with a pair of well-wom 
miner's boots and some trousers that were stained with 
day, and laughed when Fred f otmd them several inches 
too long. 

"You've got to wear 'em. No! New ones won't 
work. How would it do for you to be so dum busy 
at the mine that I had to come down and bring your 
people up?" 

"Good idea!" Then his face became blank. "What 
would I be busy about?" 

"That's so!" grinned Kelley. "Well, let's call it 
your day ofiE and FU be busy." 

"No, I want you to come with me to the train. I 
need you. You must do most of the talking — about the 
mine, I mean. I'U say you're the practical miner and 
I'll refer all questions about the business to you. And 
we must keep out of the main street. I don't want 
mother to even pass the place I've been operating in." 

"What if they decide to stay all night?" 

"They won't. They're going right on. They won't 
be here more than five or six hours." 

"All right. We'll find 'em dinner up at Mrs. Pinne- 
gan's. If they're like most tourists they'll think the 
rough-scuff ways of the Boston House great fun. By 
the way, how old is this little sister?" 
Oh, she must be about twenty-two." 
Good Lord!" Kelley was dashed. He thought a 
minute. "Well, you attend to her and I'll keep the old 
lady interested." 

"No, you've got to keep dose to Flo. I'm more 
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a&aid of her than I am of mother. She's sharp as 
tacks, and the least little 'break' on my part will let 
her in on my 'stall.' No, you've got to be on guard 
all the time." 

"Well, I'll do my best, but I'm no 'Billie dear,' with 
girls. I've grew up on the trail, and my talk is mostly 
red-neck. But I mean well, as the fellow says, even if 
I don't always do well." 

"Oh, you're all right, Kelley. You look the real 
thing. You'll be part of the scenery for them." 

"Spin the marble! It's only for half a day, anyway. 
They can call me a hole in the ground if they want 
to. But you must get some tan. I tell you what you 
do. You go up on the hill and lay down in the sun 
and bum that saloon bleach off your face and neck and 
hands. That's got to be done. You've got the com- 
plexion of a barber." 

Morse looked at his white, supple hands and fdt of 
his smooth chin. " You're right. It's a dead give-away. 
I'll look like a jailbird to them if I don't color up. If 
I'd only known it a few days sooner I'd have started 
a beard." 

"You'll be surprised at what the sun will do in two 
hours," Kelley said, encouragingly. "You'll peel after- 
ward, but you'll get rid of the bleach." 



II 

In truth Morse looked very well the next morning 
as he stood beside Kelley and watched the High Line 
train come in over the shoulder of Mogallon and loop its 
.cautious way down the mine-pitted slopes. His main 
uneasiness was caused by the thought that his mother 
znight ask some man on the train if he knew her son, 
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and he was disttirbed also by a ntimber of citizens loung- 
ing on the platform. Some of them were curious about 
the change in him: "Hello, Fred! Going fishing, or 
been?" 

The boy was trembling as he laid his hand on Kelley's 
arm. "Ed, I feel like a coyote. It's a dang shame to 
fool your old mother like this." 

"Better to fool her than to disappoint her," answered 
Tall Ed. " Stiffen up, boy ! Carry it through." 

The little train drew up to the station and disgorged 
a crowd of Italian workmen from the smoker and a 
throng of tourists from the observation-car, and among 
these gay "trippers" Kelley saw a small, plain little 
woman in black and a keen-eyed, laughing girl who 
waved her hand to Fred. "Why, she's a queen!" 
thought Kelley. 

Mrs. Morse embraced her son with a few murmured 
words of endearment, but the girl held her brother oflE 
and looked at him. "Well, you do look the part," she 
said. "What a glorious sunburn — and the boots — and 
the hat, and all ! Why, Fred, you resemble a man." 

"I may resemble one," he said, "but here's the real 
thing. Here's my partner. Tall Ed Kelley." He pulled 
Kelley by the arm. "Ed, this is my mother — " 

"Howdy, ma'am," said Kelley, esitending a timid 
hand. 

"And this is my sister Florence." 

"Howdy, miss," repeated Kelley.' 

Florence laughed as she shook hands. "He says 
'Howdy' just like the books." 

Kelley stiffened a bit. "What should a feller say? 
Howdy's the word." 

"I told you she'd consider you part of the scenery," 
put in Fred. "Well, now, mother, we're going to take 
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you right up to our mine. It's away on top of that 
hiU— " 

"Oh, glorious!" exclaimed Florence. "And is it a 
real mine?" 

"It is. But Kelley is boss, so I'm going to let him 
tell you all about it. He's the man that found it." 

Mrs. Morse looked up at the towering hill. "How do 
we get there?" 

"A trolley-car runs part way, and then — ^we'll take a 
cab. Come on," he added, anxiously, for he could see 
some of his saloon friends edging near. 

The trolley came down almost to the station, and in 
a few moments they were aboard with Kelley seated 
beside Florence and Mrs. Morse fondly clinging to her 
son, who seemed more boyish than ever to Kelley. The 
old trailer was mightily embarrassed by his dose con- 
tact with a sprightly girl. He had never known any 
one like her. She looked like the pictures in the maga- 
zines — same kind of hat, same kind of jacket and skirt — 
and she talked like a magazine story, too. Her face was 
small, her lips sweet, and her eyes big and bright. 

She was diatty as a camp bird, and saw everything, 
and wanted to know about it. Why were there so 
many empty cabins? What was the meaning of all 
those rusty, ruined mills? Weren't there any gardens 
or grass? 

"Why, you see, miss, the camp is an old busted camp. 
I*m working a lease — I mean, we are — " 

"What do you mean by a lease?'* 

"Well, you see, a lot of men have got discouraged 
and quit, and went back East and offered their claims 
for lease on royalty, and I and another feller — and Fred 
— we took one of these and it happened to have ore 
hi it." 
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"How long has Pred been with you? — ^he never men« 
tioned you in his letters." 

"Why, it's about a year since we took the lease/* 
Kelley began to grow hot under her keen eyes. 

"Strange he never wrote of you. He seems very 
proud of you, too." 

Kelley looked out of the window. "We get along 
first rate." 

The girl studied his fine profile attentively. "I'm 
glad he fell in with a strong man like you — an experi- 
enced miner. He might have made a mistake and lost 
all his small fortune. My! but it's fine up here I What's 
that wonderful snowy range oflE there?" 

"That's the Sangre de Cristo Range." 

"Sangre de Cristo— Blood of Chri^! Those old 
Spaniards had a lot of poetry in them, didn't they?" 

*' I reckon so — ^and a whole lot of stiffening, too. You 
go through the Southwest and see the country they 
trailed over — ^the hot, dry places and the quicksands 
and cafions and all that. They sure made them Injuns 
remember when they passed by." 

"You know that country?" 

"I may say I do. It was my parade-ground for about 
fifteen years. I roamed over most of it. It's a fine 
country." 

"Why did you leave it? Do you like this better?'* 

"I like any new country. I like to explore." 

"But you're settled for a while?" 

"Well, I don't know — if my partner will take my 
interest, I think I'll shift along. I want to get into 
Alaska finally. I'd like to dimb one of them high 
peaks." 

Fred, who was seated in front, turned. " Mother wants 
to know what the mine paid last year — ^you tell her." 
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"It didn't pay much," replied Kelley, cautiously. 
*'You see, we had some new machinery to put in and 
some roads to grade and one thing or another — I reckon 
it paid about" — he hesitated — "about three htmdred a 
month. But it's going to do better this year." 

Florence, who was stud3dng the men sharply, then said, 
** You wrote you were getting about five dollars a day." 

Fred's face showed distress. ''I meant net,'' he said. 
**I didn't want to worry you about details of machinery 
and all that." 

Kelley began to feel that the girl's ears and eyes 
were alert to all discrepancies, and he became cautious 
— so cautious that his pauses revealed more than his 
words. But the mother saw nothing, heard nothing, 
but the face and voice of her son, who pointed out the 
big mines that were still running and the famous ones 
that were ''dead," and so kept her from looking too 
closely at the steep grades up which the car climbed. 

At length, on the very crest of the high, smooth hill, 
they alighted and Fred led the way toward a rusty 
old hack that looked as much out of place on that 
wind-swept point as a Chinese pagoda. 

Florence spoke of it. "Looks like Huckleberry 
Springs. Whom does its owner find to carry up here?" 

"Mostly it carries the minister and tmdertaker at 
funerals," replied Kelley. 

"Cheerful lot!" exclaimed the girl. "It smells 
morbific." 

"You can't be particular up here," responded Fred. 
"You'll find our boarding-place somewhat crude." 

"Oh, I don't mind crudeness — ^but I hate decajred 
pxetensions. If this were only a mountain cart now!" 

"It was the only kerridge with springs," explained 
Kdley. 
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The little mother now began to take notice of her 
fon's partner. ''My son tells me you have been very 
good to him — a Idnd of big brother. I am very grate- 
ftiL" 

''Oh« Fve done no more for him than he has for me. 
We both felt kind of lonesome and so rode alongside." 

''It's wonderftil to me how you could keep Mr. 
Kelley out of your letters/' said Florence. "He looks 
exactly like a Remington character, only his eyes are 
honester and his profile handsomer." 

Kelley flushed and Fred laughed. '' I never did under- 
stand why Remington made all his men cross-eyed." 

Mrs. Morse put her small, cold hand on Kelley's wrist. 
"Don't mind my daughter. She's got this new fad of 
speaking her mind. She's a good daughter — even if 
die does say rude things." 

"Oh, I don't mind being called *a good-looker,'" said 
Kelley, "only I want to be sure I'm not being made 
game of." 

"You needn't worry," retorted Fred. "A man of 
your inches is safe from ridicule." 

"Ridicule!" exclaimed Florence, with a glance erf 
admiration. "You can't ridicule a tall pine." 

"I told you she'd have you a part of the landscape," 
exulted Fred. "She'll have you a mountain peak next." 

Kelley, who felt himself at a disadvantage, remained 
silent, but not in a sulky mood. The girl was too en- 
tertaining for that. It amused him to get the point of 
view of a dty-bred woman to whom everything was 
either strange or related to some play or story she had 
known. The cabins, the mills, the occasional miners 
they met, all absorbed her attention, and when they 
reached the little shaft-house and were met by old Hank 
Stoddard, Kelley's partner, her satisfaction was com- 
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plete, for Hank had all the earmarks of the old prospector 
— ^tangled beard, jack-boots, pipe, flannel shirt, and all. 
He was from the South also, and spoke with a drawl. 

**0h, but he is a joy!" Florence said, privately, to 
Kelley. "I didn't know such Bret Harte types existed 
any more. How did you find him?" 

"I used to know him down on the Perco. He had a 
mine down there that came just within a hair-line of 
paying, and when I ran across him up here he had a 
notion the mine would do to lease. I hadn't much, only 
a horse and saddle and a couple of htmdred dollars, but 
we formed a partnership." 

*'That was before my brother came into the firm." 

Kelley recovered himself. "Yes; you see, he came in 
a little later — ^when we needed a little ready cash." 

She seemed satisfied, but as they went into the mine 
she listened closely to all that Kelley and Stoddard 
said. Stoddard's remarks were safe, for he never so 
much as mentioned Kelley's name. It was all "I" with 
old Hank— "I did this" and "I did that"— till Florence 
said to Kelley: 

"You junior partners in this mine don't seem to be 
anything but 'company' for Mr. Stoddard." 

"Hank always was a bit conceited," admitted Kelley. 
"But then, he is a real, sure-enough miner. We are 
only 'capitalists.'" 

"Where did Fred get all the signs of toil on his trousers 
and boots?" she asked, with dancing eyes. 

"Oh, he works — ^part of the time." 
, She peered into his face with roguish glance. "Does 
it an with his legs, I guess. I notice his hands are soft 



as mine." 



iSLeHey nearly collapsed. "Good Lord!" he thought. 
"You ought to be a female detective." He came to the 
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line gamdy. ''Wdl, there's a good deal of nnmiiig to 
be done, and we let him do the outside mes sp fig er 
work." 

"His sonbum seems quite recent. And his trou s ers 
don't fit as his trousers usually da Heusedtobefimdgr 
about such things." 

"A feller does get kind of careless iq> here in the hiDs," 
Kelley argued. 

They did not stay long in the mine, for there wasn't 
much to see. It was a very small mine — and walking 
made the mother short of breath. And so they came 
back to the office and Hank arranged seats on some 
dynamite-boxes and a k^ c^ spikes, and then left them 
to talk things over. 

"I'm so glad you're up here — ^where it's so dean and 
quiet," said the mother. "I'm told these mining towns 
are dreadful, almost barbaric, even yet. Of course 
they're not as they were in Bret Harte's time, but they 
are said to be rough and dangerous. I hope you don't 
have to go down there often." 

"Of course I have to go, mother. We get all our sup- 
plies and our mail down there." 

"I suppose that's true. But Mr. Kelley seems sudi 
a strong, capable person" — ^here she whispered — ^"but 
I don't think much of your other partner, Mr. Stoddard." 

"Who? Old Hank? Why, he's steady as a dock. 
He looks rough, but he's the kindest old chap on the 
hill. Why, he's scared to death of you and Flo — " 

"He has the appearance of a neglected old bachdor." 

"Well, he i^'t. He has a wife and seven diildren 
back in Tennessee — so he says." 

"Fred," said Florence, sharply, "I hope you aren't 
plajdng off on these partners of yours." 

"What do you mean?" 
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''I mean — ^letting them do all the hard and disagree- 
able work." 

Kelley interposed. *' Don't you worry about us, miss. 
We aren't complaining. We can't do the part he does. 
He does all the buying and selling — and — correspondence 
— and the like of that. But come, it's pretty near noon. 
I reckon we'd better drift along to Mrs. Finnegan's. 
The first table is bad enough in our boarding-place." 

Again Fred took his mother and left Kelley to lead 
the way with Florence. 

"Now, Mr. Kelley," began the girl, **I must teU you 
that I don't believe my brother has a thing to do with 
this mine except to divide the profits. Furthermore, you 
are trying to cover something up from me. You're doing 
it very well, but you've made one or two little 'catches' 
which have disturbed me. My brother has never men- 
tioned you or Hank in his letters, and that's unnatural. 
He told us he was interested in a mine which was paying 
one htmdred and fifty dollars a month. Now, why did 
he say that? I'll teU you why. It's because you pay 
him a salary and he's not really a partner." She paused 
to watch his face, then went oil "Now what does he 
do — ^what can he do to earn five dollars per day? His 
palms are as soft as silk — ^the only callous is on his right 
forefinger." 

Kelley's face, schooled to impassivity, remained tm- 
dianged, but his eyes shifted. His astonishment was 
too great to be entirely concealed. " There's a whole lot 
of ronning — and figuring — ^and so on." 

**Not with that little mine. Why, you can't employ 
tooxe than five men!" 

''Six,'* corrected Kelley, proudly. 

'^•Wcil, six. You can't afford to pay my brother five 
doOars a day just to run errands and keep accounts for 
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these six men. You're fooling him. You're pajdng him 
a salary out of sheer good nature because you like him. 
Deny it if you can!" 

Kelley looked back to see that Fred was well out of 
earshot. **He is mighty good company," he admitted. 

"There!" she exclaimed, triumphantly. "You can't 
fool me. I knew there was something queer about this 
whole arrangement." Then her voice changed. "It's 
very, very kind of you, Mr. Kelley, and I deeply appre- 
ciate it, and if you don't want me to do it — ^I will not let 
mother into our secret." 

"What's the use? He's happier being called a part- 
ner. 

"Very well — ^we'U let it go that way." 

Thereafter her ntianner changed. She was more 
thoughtful; she looked at him with softer eyes. It 
seemed to her very wonderful, this friendship between 
a rough, big man and her brother, who had always been 
something of a scapegrace at home. Her own regard for 
Kelley deepened. "Men aren't such brutes, after all." 

Her smile was less mocking, her jests less pointed, 
as she sat at Mrs. Finnegan's long table and ate boiled 
beef and cabbage and drank the simmered hay which 
they called tea. She was opposite Kelley this time, 
and could study him to better advantage. 

Kelley, on his part, was still very tmeasy. The girl's 
tmcanny penetration had pressed so clearly to the heart 
of his secret that he feared the hours wtdch remained. 

I'm at the end of my rope," he inwardly admitted. 
She'll catch me sure unless I can get away from 
her." 

Nevertheless, he wondered a little and was a trifle 
chagrined when the girl suddenly turned from him to her 
brother. He was a little tmeasy thereat, for he was cer- 
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tain she wottld draw from the youngster some admissions 
that would lead to a full confession. 

As a matter of fact, she sought her brother's knowledge 
of Kelley. **Tell me about him, Fred. Where did you 
meet him first? He interests me." 

"Well/* Morse answered, cautiously, **I don't know 
exactly. I used to see him come down the hill of an 
evening after his mail, and I kind of took a shine to 
him and he did to me. At least that's what he said 
afterward. He has had a wonderful career. He's been 
all over Arizona and New Mexico alone. He's been ar- 
rested for a bandit and almost killed as dty marshal, 
and he has been associated with a band of cattle-rustlers. 
Oh, you should get him talking. He nearly died of 
thirst in the desert once, and a snake bit him in the 
Navajo country, and he lay sick for weeks in a Hopi 
town." 

What a singular life! Is he satisfied with it?" 
He says he is. He declares he is never so happy 
as when he is leading a pack-horse across the range." 

"I don't wonder you like him," she said, thought- 
fully. "But you should do your part. Don't let him 
be always the giver and you the taker. I'm afraid you 
shirk on him a little, Fred." 

"Why? What makes you think that?" 

"Well, your hands are pretty soft for a working 
miner." 

He met her attack bravely. "You don't suppose we 
do all the pick work in the mine, do you?" 

"No. I don't see how you could possibly do any of 
ijb. Come now, Freddy, * 'fess up.' You've been play- 
ing the gentleman in this enterprise and all this make- 
up is for our benefit, isn't it?" 

Young Morse saw that the safest plan was to admit 
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the truth of her surmise. "Oh, well, I never did have 
any haad in the actual mining, but then there is plenty 
of other work to be done." 

Her answer was sharp and dear: "Well, then, do it! 
Don't be a drone." 

Something very plain and simple and boyish came 
out in the young gambler as he walked and talked with 
his mother and sister, and Kelley regarded him with 
some amazement and much humor. It only proved 
that every man, no matter how warlike he pretends to 
be in public, is in private a weak, sorry soul, dependent 
on some one; and this youth, so far from being a des- 
perado, was by nature an affectionate son and a loyal 
brother. 

Furthermore, Kelley himself felt very much less the 
tramp and much more "like folks" than at any time 
since leaving home ten or fifteen years before. He was 
careful to minimize all his hobo traits and to corre- 
spondingly exalt his legitimate mining and cattle ex- 
periences, although he could see that Morse had made 
Florence curious about the other and more adventurous 
side of his career. 

Florence was now determined to make a study of the 
town. "I like it up here," she said, as she looked down 
over the tops of the houses. "It interests me, Fred; I 
propose that you keep tis all night." 

**0h, we can't do that!" exclaimed her brother, 
hastily. "We haven't room." 

"Well, there's a hotel, I should hope." 

"A hotel — ^yes. But it is a pretty bad hotel. You 
see, it's sort of run down — ^like the town." 

This did not seem to disturb her. Rather, it added 
to her interest. "No matter. We can stand it one 
night. I want to see the place. ^ I would like to see a 
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little of its street life to-mght. It's all so new and 
strange to me." 

Kelley, perceiving that she was determined upon this 
stop-over, and fearing that the attempt to railroad her 
out of town on the afternoon train might add to her 
suspicions, then said: 

''I think we can find a place for you if you fed like 
staying." 

Morse was extremely uneasy, and Florence remarked 
upon it. "You don't seem overflowing with hospitality, 
Fred. You don't seem anxious to have us stay on for 
another day." 

He shifted his weight from one foot to the other. 
"Well, it's a pretty rough old village, Flo — a pretty 
rough place for you and mother." 

"We are not alarmed so long as we have you and Mr. 
Kelley as our protectors," she replied, smiling sweetly 
upon Tall Ed. 

They had reached the car-line by this time, and 
were standing looking down the valley, and Fred, pull- 
ing out his watch, remarked: "You just have time to 
make that three-o'clock train. That will connect you 
with the night express for Los Angeles." 

"Fred, what's the matter with you?" queried his 
sister, sharply. "You seem absolutely determined to 
get rid of us at once." Then, seeing that she had per- 
haps gone a little too far, she said, with a smile, "Mother, 
isn't he the loving son?" 

The youth surrendered to her will and dropped all 
opposition. He appeared to welcome their decision to 
wait over another day; but Kelley busied himself with 
thinlring how he could ward ofiE any undesired informa- 
tion which might approach the two women — ^the mother 
especially. It would be quite wonderful if, with another 
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twenty-four hours to spend, Florence did not get Fred's 
secret from hini. 

He decided to put the matter squarely before her, 
and when they took the car arranged to have her sit 
beside him in a seat across the aisle from the mother 
and son, and almost immediately began his explanation 
by saying, very significantly: 

"I reckon the boy is right, Miss Morse. You had 
better take that three-o'clock train." 

She faced him with instant appreciation of the change 
in his tone. ''Why so?" she asked, fixing a clear and 
steady glance upon his face. 

"It wiU be easier for him and better for — ^for all 
of us if you go. He wants to spare your mother 
from — " 

She was quick to perceive his hesitation. "From 
what?" she asked. And as he did not at once reply she 
w«it on, firmly: "You might just as well tell me, Mr. 
Kelley. Fred's been up to some mischief. He's afraid, 
and you're afraid, we'll find out something to his dis-> 
advantage. Now tell me. Is it — is it — a woman?" 

"No," said Kelley as decisively as he could. "So 
far as I know Fred's not tangled up that way." 

Quick as a flash she took him up on his emphasized 
word. "In what way « he tangled up?" 

Kelley, more and more amazed at her shrewdness 
and diiectness, decided to meet it with blunt candor. 
"Well, you see, it's like this. When he first came out 
here he struck a streak of hard luck and lost all he had. 
He was forced to go to work at an3rthing he could get 
to earn money, and — ^you see, when a feller is down and 
out he's got to grab anything that offers — and so, 
when Dutch Pete took a liking to him and offered him 
a job, he just nattirally had to take it." 
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'You mean he has been working at something we 
uldn't like to know about?" 
'That's the size of it." 

'What is this job? It isn't working for you. You 
uldn't ask him to do anything that would be dis- 
ceMr 

iCelley did not take time to appreciate this com- 
nent. He made his plunge. "No. He has been 
rking for — a saloon." 

>he showed the force of the blow by asking in a bor- 
ed tone, "You don't mean tending bar!" J 
'Oh no! Not so bad as that," replied Kelley. "Least- ^ 
ys it don't seem so bad to me. He's been rolling the T 
rble in a rotdette wheel." J 
Jhe stared at him in perplexity. " I don't believe — ^I 1 
[ don't believe I understand what that is. Just tdl ^ 

exactly." »» 

'Well, he's been taking care of a roulette layout." ^ 

'You mean he has been gambling?" J 

'Well, no. He hasn't been gambling. At least, not J 

ely. But he represents the house, you see. He is # . . 

oething like a dealer at faro and is on a salary." | ;. ; 

Jhe comprehended fully now — at least she compre- ■ , ; ; 

ided enough to settle back into her seat with a very J^ ; 

^ere and somber expression on her face. "That's %i 

ere his five per day comes from." She mused for j= . 

ittle while on this, and then suddenly another thought V - J 

ne to her: "What about his being your partner?" V 

Kelley saw that it was necessary to go the whole way, ? | 

i he said, quietly: "That was all fixed up yesterday. I ■ 

u see, he wanted to save your mother and you, and » . : 

came to me — and wanted me to take him in as a : ! ' 

rtner, and — I did it." ; • 

"You mean a partner for a day?" .; ; 
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**Yes. He was mighty nervous about your coming, 
and I told him I would help him out. Of course, it 
didn't worry me none, and so I concluded I would do 
it." 

Her face softened as she pondered upon this. "That 
was very good of you, Mr. Kelley." 

"Oh no! You see, I kinda like the boy. And then 
we've been partners — side partners. We room to- 
gether." 

She looked out of the window, but she saw nothing of 
the landscape now. "I understand it all. You want 
me to take mother away before she finds out." 

" 'Pears like that is the best thing for you to do. It 
would hit her a good deal harder than it does you." 

"It hits me hard enough," she replied. "To think of 
my brother running a gambling-machine in a saloon is 
not especially reassuring. You say he went into it to 
carry him over a hard place. I'm afraid you were sav- 
ing my feelings in saying that, Mr. Kelley. How long 
has he been in this business?" 

"A little less than a year." 

"And you want me to go away without trying to get 
him out of this awful trade?" 

"I don't see how you could safely try it. I think he 
is going to quit it himself. Your coming has been a 
terrible jolt to him. Now I'll tell you what you do. 
You take the old lady and pull out over the hill and I'll 
undertake to get the boy out of this gambling myself." 

She was deeply affectcKl by his quiet and earnest man- 
ner, and studied him with reflective glance before she 
said: "You're right. Mother must never know of this. 
She was brought up to believe that saloons and gambling 
were the devil's strongest lure for souls, and it would 
break her heart to know that Fred has become a gam- 
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bier. I will do as you say, Mr. Kdley. I will take this 
train. But you must write me and tdl me what you do. 
You will write, won't you?" 

"Yes," repUed KeUey, hesitatingly. "Ill write-Hbut 
I ain't much of a fist at it. Of course, I may not make 
a go of my plan, but I think it will work out aU right." 

She reached her hand to him, as if to seal a compact, 
and he took it. She said: "I don't know who you are 
or what you are, Mr. Kelley. But you've been a loyal 
friend to my brother and very considerate of my mother 
and me, and I appreciate it deeply." 

Kelley flushed tmder the pressure of her small fingers, 
and replied as indi£Eerently as he could: "That's all 
right, miss. I've got a mother and a sister myself." 

"Well, they'd be proud of you if they could know 
what you have done to-day," she said. 

His face took on a look of sadness. "They might. 
But I'm glad they don't know all I've been through in 
the last ten years." 

Ill 

Morse was surprised, almost delighted, when his sister 
announced her decision to take the afternoon train. 
"That's right," he said. "You can stop on your way 
back in the spring. Perhaps Kelley and I will have our 
own house by that time." 

The train was on the siding, nearly ready to start, 
and there was not much chance for further private con- 
ference, but Florence succeeded in getting a few final 
woards with Kelley. 

'^I wish you would tell me what your plan is," she 
mAL " You needn't if you don't want to." 

Edley seemed embarrassed, but concluded to reply. 
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"It is very simple," said he. "I'm going to make him 
an actual partner in the mine. I'm going to deed him 
an interest, so that when you come back in the spring 
he won't have to lie about it." 

Her glance increased his uneasiness. ** I don't under- 
stand you, Mr. Kdley. You must love my brother." 

He* could not quite meet her glance as he answered. 
"Well, I wouldn't use exactly that word," he said, slowly, 
"but I've taken a great notion to him — and then, as I 
say, I have an old mother myself." 

The bell on the engine began to ring, and she caught 
his hand in both of hers and pressed it hard. "I leave 
him in your hands," she said, and looked up at him with 
eyes that were wet with tears, and then in a low voice 
she added: **If I dared to I'd give you a good hug — 
but I daren't. Good-by — and be sure and write." 

As they stood to watch the train dimb the lull, Morse 
drew a deep sigh and said: "Gee! but Flo is keen! I 
thought one while she was going to get my goat. I won- 
der what made her change her mind all of a sudden?" 

Kelley looked down at him somberly. "I did." 

"You did? How?" 

"I told her what you had really been working at." 

The boy staggered under the force of this. "Holy 
smoke! Did you do that?" 

"Sure I did. It was the only way to save that dear 
old mother of yours. I told your sister also that I was 
going to stop your white-marble exercise, and I'm going 
to do it if I have to break your back." 

There was no mistaking the sincerity and determina- 
tion of Kelley's tone, and the young man, so far from 
resenting these qualities, replied, meekly: "I want to 
get out of it, Ed. I've been saying all day that I must 
quit it. But what can I do?" 
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111 tell yoa my plan/' said Kdley, with <fr)ciaoo. 
You've got to buy my interest in the mine." 

Morse laughed. ''But I haven't any money. I 
haven't three hundred dollars in the world." 

"I'll take your note, provided your sister wiU indorse 
St, and she i^dll." 

The young fellow looked up at his tall friend in 
amazement which turned at last into amusement. He 
b^;an to chucMe. "Good Lord! I knew jrou'd made 
a mash on Flo, but I didn't know it was mutual. I heard 
her say, 'be sure and write.'" He slapped Kdley on 
the back. "There'll be something doing vAea she 
comes back in the spring, eh?" 

Kelley remained unmoved. "There will be if she 
finds you rolling that white marble." 

"She won't. I'll take your offer. But wliat wiU 
you be doing?" 

"Climbing some Alaska trail," replied Kdteyi with a 
remote glance. 
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— still pushes his smaU faeh^mndi 
through the snow of glaeial fosses 
siihing the unexphredf and there* 
fore more alluring, mountain range. 



VI 

THE PROSPECTOR 

OLD Pogosa was seated in the shade of a farm-wagon, 
not far from the trader's store at Washakie, eating 
a cracker and mimibling to herself, when a white man 
in miner's dress spoke to her in a kindly voice and of- 
fered her an orange. She studied him with a dim, shin- 
ing, suspidons gaze, but took the orange. Eugene, the 
grandson of her niece, stood beside the stranger, and he, 
too, had an orange. 

**Tell her,*' said the white man, "that I want to talk 
with her about old days ; that I am a friend of her people, 
and that I knew Sitting Bull and Bear Robe. They were 
great chiefs." 

As these words were interpreted to the old witch, her 
mouth softened a little and, raising her eyes, she studied 
her visitor intently. At last she said: "Ay, he was a 
great chief, Sitting Bull. My cousin. I came to visit 
Shoshoni many moons ago. Never returned to my own 
people." 

To this the miner replied, "They say your husband, 
Ii^, was one of the sheep-eaters exiled to the moun- 
tains?" 

Her eyes widened. Her gaze deepened. She clipped 
ber forefinger in sign of agreement. "It was very cold 
dp there in winter. We were often htmgry, for the game 
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had all been driven to the plain and we could not follow. 
Many of our children died. All died but one." 

The stranger, whose name was Wetherell, responded 
with a sigh: "My heart is heavy when I hear of it. Be- 
cause you are old and have not much food I give you 
this money." And he handed her a silver dollar and 
walked away. 

The next day, led by Eugene, Wetherell and Kelley, 
his partner, again approached the old Sioux, this time 
with a generous gift of beef. 

"My brother, here, is paper-chief," he explained. 
"As a friend of the red people he wants to put in a book 
all the wrongs that the sheep-eaters suffered." 

In this way the gold-seekers proceeded to work upon 
Pogosa's withered heart. Her mind was clouded with 
age, but a spark of her old-time cunning still dwelt 
there, and as she came to tmderstand that the white 
men were eager to hear the story of the lost mine she 
grew ^forgetful. Her tongue halted on details of the 
trail. Why should not her tale produce other sides of 
bacon, more oranges, and many yards of cloth? Her 
memory wabbled like her finger — now pointing west, 
now north. At one time the exiles found the gold in 
the cabin in a bag — ^like shining sand; at another it lay 
in the sand like shining soldiers' buttons, but always it 
was very beautiftd to look upon, and always, she re- 
peated, the white men fled. No one slew them. They 
went hurriedly, leaving all their tools. 

"She knows," exulted Wetherell. "She knows, and 
she's the one living Indian who can direct us." To 
Eugene he exclaimed: "Say to her pretty soon she's 
going to be rich — mebbe go home to Cheyenne River. 
If she shows us the trail we will take her to her own 
people." 
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Like a decrepit eagle the crone pondered. Suddenly 
she spoke, and her speech was a hoarse chant. "You 
are good to me. The bones of my children lie up there. 
I will go once more before I die." 

KeUey was quick to take advantage of sunset emo- 
tion. "Tell her we will be here before sunrise. Warn 
her not to talk to any one." And to all this Eugene 
gave ready assent. 

Wetherell slept very little that night, although their 
tent stood dose beside the singing water of the Little 
Wind. They were several miles from the fort and in a 
lonely spot with only one or two Indian huts near, and 
yet he had the conviction that their plans and the very 
hour of their starting were known to other of the red 
people. At one moment he was sure they were all 
chuckling at the "foolish white men"; at another he 
shivered to think how easy it wotdd be to ambush this 
crazy expedition in some of the deep, solitary defiles 
in those upper forests. "A regiment could be murdered 
and hidden in some of those savage glooms/' said he 
to himself. 

Kelley slept like a top, but woke at the first faint 
dawn, with the precision of an alarm-clock. In ten 
minutes he had the horses in, and was throwing the 
saddles on. "Roll out, Andy," he shouted. "Here 
comes Eugene." 

Wetherell lent himself to the work with suddenly 
developed enthusiasm, and in half an hour the little 
train of laden animals was in motion toward the hiUs. 
Pogosa was waiting, squatted on the ground at some 
distance from her tepee. Slipping from his horse, he 
helped her mount. She groaned a Uttle as she did so» 
but gathered up the reins like one resuming a long- 
fofgotten habit. For years she had not ventured to 
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mount a horse, and her mthered knees were of small 
service in maintaining her seat, but she made no com- 
plaint. 

Slowly the little train crawled up the trail, which 
ran for the most part along the open side of the slope* 
in plain view from below. At sunrise they were so 
well up the slope that an observer from below would 
have had some trouble in making out the character of 
the cavalcade. At seven o'clock they entered the first 
patch of timber and were hidden from the plain. 

On the steep places, where the old squaw was forced 
to ding to her saddle, groaning with pain, the kindly 
WethereU walked beside her, easing her down the banks. 
In crossing the streams he helped her find the shallowest 
fording, and in other ways was singularly considerate. 
Kelley couldn't have done this, but he saw the value of it. 

''It's a hard trip and we've got to make it as easy 
for the old bird as we can." 

"She's htunan," retorted WethereU, "and this ride is 
probably painful for her, mentally as well as physically." 

"I s'pose it does stir her up some," responded Kelley. 
"She may balk any minute and refuse to go. We'd 
better camp early." 

A little later Eugene called out, "She says set tepee 
here." And Kelley consented. 

Again it was WethereU who helped her from her saddle 
and spread his pack for her to rest upon. He also 
brought a blanket and covered her as tenderly as if she 
were his own grandmother. "She's pretty near aU in," 
he said, in palliation of this action. He took a pleasure 
in seeing her revive tmder the influence of hot food. 

When she began to talk, Eugene laughingly explained: 
"She stuck on you. She say you good man. Your 
heart big for old Injim woman." 
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Kelley chuckled. *'Keep it up, Andy," he called 
through the tent. ''I leave all that buaness to 
you." 

Pogosa's face darkened. She tinderstood the laugh. 
"Send him away," she commanded Eugene, aU of which 
made Kelley grin with pleasure. 

The whole enterprise now began to take on poetry 
to Wetherell. The wilderness, so big, so desolate, so 
empty to him, was full of memories to this brown old 
witch. To her the rushing stream sang long-forgotten 
songs of war and the chase. She cotild hear in its clamor 
the voices of friends and lovers. This pathway, so dim 
and fluctuating, so indefinite to the white man, led 
straight into the heroic past for her. Perhaps she was 
treading it now, not for the meat and flannel which 
Kelley had promised her, but for the pleasure of leKv- 
ing the past. She was yotmg when her husband was 
banished. In these splendid solitudes her brave young 
hunter adventured day by day. Here beside one of 
these glorious streams her children were bom in exile; 
here they suffered the snows of winter, the pests of 
summer ; and here they had died one by one, till only she 
remained. Then, old and feeble, she had crawled back 
into the reservation, defiant of Washakie, seeking com- 
fort as a blind dog returns to the fireside from which 
he has been cruelly spumed. 

As she slept, the men spread a map on the ground, and 
for the hundredth time Wetherell measured the blank 
space l)mig between Bonneville Basin and Fremont's 
Peak marked ** unexplored," and exclaimed: 

" It's wonderful how a mountain country expands as 
you get into it. Don't look much on the map, but, gee! 
a fellow could spend ten years looking for this mine» 
and then be no better off than when he started." 
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"Yes," responded Kdley, "it's certainly up to you 
to cherish the old lady." 

In the morning Wetherdl dressed hastily and cr^t 
into the little tent where Pogosa lay. "How are you, 
granny?" he asked. She only shook her head and 
groaned. 

"She say her back broke," Eugene interpreted. 

A brisk rubbing with a liniment which he had brought 
from his kit limbered the poor, abused loins, and at last 
Pogosa sat up. She suddenly caught Wetherdl's hand 
and drew it to her withered breast. 

"Good white man," she cried out. 

"Tell her I'll make her eyes well, too," he commanded 
Eugene. "The medicine will hurt a little, but it will 
make her eyes stronger to see the trail." 

Kelley could not suppress his amusement as he watdied 
Wetherell's operations. "You'll spoil gran'ma," he 
remarked. "She'll be discontented with the agency 
doctor. I'm not discouragin' your massage operations, 
ntiind you, but I can't help thinking that she'll want 
dean towels, and an osteopath to stroke her back every 
morning, when she goes back to her tepee." 

"If she only holds out long enough to help us to find 
the mine she can have a trained nurse, and waiting- 
maid to friz her hair — if she wants it frizzed." 

"You don't mean to let her in as a partner?" 

"I certainly do! Isn't she enduring the agonies for 
us? I'm going to see that she is properly paid for it." 

"A htmk of beef and plenty of blankets and flannd is 
all she can use; but first let's find the mine. We can 
quarrel over its division afterward." 

"I doubt if we get her ahorse to-day. She's pretty 
thoroughly battered up." 

"We must move, Andy. Somebody may trail us up* 
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I want to climb into the next basin before night. Let 
me talk to her." 

She flatly refused to move for Kelley, and Eugene 
said: "She too sick. Legs sick, back sick, eyes sick. 
Go no further." 

Kelley turned to Wetherell. "It's your edge, Andy. 
She's balked on me." 

Wetherell took another tack. He told her to rest. 
"By and by I'll come and rub your back again and fix 
your eyes. To-morrow you will fed strong and well." 
To this she made no reply. 

All the day Kelley kept his eyes on the back trail, ex- 
pecting each moment to see some dusky trailer break 
from the cover. As night began to fall it was Wetherell 
who brought a brand and built a little fire near the 
door to Pogosa's tent so that the flame might cheer her, 
and she uttered a sigh of comfort as its yellow glare 
lighted her dark tepee walls. He brought her bacon, 
also, and hot bread and steaming coffee, not merely be- 
cause she was useful as a guide, but also because she was 
old and helpless and had been lured out of her own home 
into this gray and icy world of cloud. 

"Eddie," he said,as he returned to his partner, "we're 
on a wild-goose chase. The thing is preposterous. There 
isn't any mine — ^there can't be sudi a mine!" 

"Why not? What's struck you now?" 
Tl country has been traversed for a century. It is 
dd' and cattle-grazed and hunted and forest- 

ved his hand out toward the bleak crags 
xl dimly from amid the slashing shrouds of 

TT e d! Man, nobody ever does anything 
n from one park to another. The mine 

m l£. It's on some of these rocky-timbered 
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ridges. A thousand sheep-herders might ride these trails 
for a hundred years and never see a piece of pay quartz. 
It's a big country ! Look at it now ! What chsmce have 
we without Pogosa? Now here we are on our way, 
with a sour old wench who thinks more of a piece of 
bread than she does of a hunk of ore. It's up to you, 
Andy — ^you and your *mash.'" 

"WeU, I've caught the mind-reading delusion. I be- 
gin to believe that I understand Pogosa's reasoiiing. 
She is now b^;inning to be eaten by remorse. She came 
into this expedition for the food and drink. She now 
repents and is about to confess that she knows nothing 
about the mine. She and Eugene have conspired against 
us and are 'doing' us — good." 

*'Nitsky! You're away off your base. The fact is, 
Pogosa is a Sioux. She cares nothing for the Shoshoni, 
and she wants to realize on this mine. She wants to go 
back to her people before she dies. She means busi- 
ness — don't you think she don't; and if her running-gear 
don't tumiedi to-night or to-morrow she's going to make 
good — ^that's my htmch." 

" I hope you're right, but I can't believe it." 

"You don't need to. You keep her thinking you're 
the Stm-god — ^that's your job." 

It rained all that day, and when night settled down it 
grew unreasonably warm for that altitude, and down on 
the marshes the horses stood, patiently enduring the 
gnats and mosquitoes. They plagued Pogosa so cruelly 
that Wetherell took his own web of bobinet and made 
a protecting cage for her head and hands. Never be- 
fore had she been shielded from the pests of outdoor 
life. She laughed as she heard the baffled buzzing out- 
side her net, and, pointing her finger, addressed them 
mockingly. Wetherell took the same joy in this that 
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a child takes in the action of a kitten dressed as a doll. 
To Eugene he said: 

"You tell her Injun plenty fool. He don't know 
enough to get gold and buy mosquito netting. If she 
is wise and shows me the mine she will never be bitten 
again. No flies. No mosquitoes. Plenty beef. Plenty 
butter and hot biscuits. Plenty sugar and coffee. 
White man's own horse carry her back to her people." 

It took some time to make the old woman tmder- 
stand this, and then she replied briefly, but with vigor, 
andEugene translated it thus: ''White man aU same big 
chief. Go find mine, sure, for you. No want other 
white man to have gold. All yours." 

The morning broke tardily. The rain had ceased, but 
the gray mist still hid the peaks, and now and then the 
pines ^ook down a shower of drops upon the tent 
doth as if impatient of the persistent gathering of 
moisture. Otherwise the forest was as still as if it were 
cut from bronze. 

Kelley arose and, going outside, began kicking the 
embers together. "Wake up, Andy. It's a gray out- 
look we have," he announced, after a careful survey. 
"The worst sign is this warmth and stillness. We're 
in the heart of the storm, and the mosquitoes are 
hellish." 

As Wetherell was creeping from the tent door one 
oC the pines quivered and sent down a handful of drops, 
squarely soaking the back of his neck, and a huge mos- 
qtdto stuck savagely to the end of his nose. He was not 
in tiie best of humor as he straightened up. 

*'I can stand cold and snow, or wet and cold, but this 
]|0t».stiicky, dark weather irritates me. Let's climb high 
(Md see if we can't reach the frost-line." 
* "Well be frosty enough when this storm passes," 
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Kelley said, comfortingly. Then in a note of astonish-^ 
ment and surprise, "Well, look at that!" 

Wetherell looked where he pointed, and beheld Pogosa 
squatting before a meager fire at her tent door, her head 
carefully draped in her bobinet. He foi^ot his own 
Itmips and bumps, and laughed. ''So doth the white 
man's civilization creep upon and subdue the Amerind, 
destroying his robust contempt for the elements and 
making of him a Sybarite." 

Eugene appeared, grinning ruefully. "Heap dam* 
moskeets. Drink my blood aU night." 

"I reckon you got gran'ma's share," said Kelley. 

Pogosa met Wetherell's glance with an exultant smile 
and pointed at the net as if to say: "See, I am safe. 
The angry brutes cannot touch me." 

"The old girl is on her taps this morning. She de- 
serves a reward. Wait a jiflEy. There" — and Kelley 
uncorked a flask and poured a wee drop of an amber- 
colored liquid into the cup of coffee which Wetherell 
was about to take to her — ^"say nothing and see what 
happens." 

She ate a rousing breakfast and was especially pleased 
with the coffee. Kelley repeated the dose, and she, 
much invigorated, ord^ed Eugene to bring her pony 
to her. This tickled KeUey mightily. 

"You see how it is! She's already the millionairess. 
Who ever heard of an Injtm getting up a horse for an 
old squaw? Look at Eugene!" 

Eugene was indeed in open rebellion, and Wetherell, 
not caring to have trouble with him, went down and 
brought up the pony himself. He also gave the old 
woman his slicker and insisted on her wearing it, whereat 
Eugene wondered again. 

The rain was beginning as they took their way over 
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the meadow, and Wetbeidl was near to beiog bogged 
tiie first crack oat of the box. *' Do we go up tbat difiE?" 
he asked. 

Fogqsa waved her forefinger back and forth as though 
tracixig the doublings of the traiL 

Kdley scanned the wall nanovdy. *'I doQ*t quite 
see it,'' he remarked, openly, ''but I reckon I can find 
it,** and he spurred his horse to the front 

''Not No!" screamed Pogosa in a sudden fury, her 
voice shrill and nasat EeOey stopped^ and she mo- 
tioned WethereQ to his place in the lead* 

TKHth a comical look in his eyes the trailer fell bade 
''Teaislikel ain't gpod enough to precede her Majesty. 
Go ahead, Andy." 

Wetherell, in much doubt of his alnlity to scale that 
cKflF, started forth. The old trail could be seen dimly, 
and also the recent tracks of three horses. They were 
not predsdy fresh, but they gave some uneasiness. 
''Who made 'em, Eugene, and when?" he asked. 
"One man riding — ^white man," announced Eugene. 
"Two pack-horse — very light pack— made— imefabe so-^ 
three days ago." 
"The forest-ranger from the other ade, possibly.*' 
Wetherell, by watching the hoof-noarks, by studying 
t conformation of the difE before him, and by s^jemo- 
c now and again at Pogosa, contrived to find the 
'. ;:>lowly and for several hours they climbed this 
L It was nearly eleven thousand feet above 
e, and Kelley himself breathed with effort 
cumbed. 

a to see why people don't use this trail xttucfa,*' 
» ds they stopped to rest on one of the broad 
"I'm beginning to wonder how we're going 
9ur ore to market over this road.** 
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" It will take mighty rich ore to pay its own freight/* 
responded Wetherell. 

Pogosa seemed strangely excited. Her eyes were 
gleaming, her face working with emotion. 

*'See the old girl!" said Kelley. **We must be hot 
on the trail of the mine. It don't look like mineral 
formation, but gold is where you find it." 

*'Go on," signed Pogosa. 

The way seemed interminable, and at times Wetherell 
despaired of getting his withered commander into the 
park which he was sure lay above this dike. At noon 
they halted long enough to make coffee. Kelley flav- 
ored it as before, and Pogosa was ready to go on an hour 
later. 

As they rose above the dike and Bonneville's Peak 
came into view a low humming sound startled the 
hunters. It came from Pogosa. With eyes lit by the 
reviving fires of memory, she was chanting a hoarse 
song. She seemed to have thrown oflE half the burden 
of her years. Her voice gradually rose till her weird 
improvisation put a shiver into WethereU's heart. She 
had forgotten the present; and with hands resting on 
the pommel of her saddle, with dim eyes fixed upon the 
valley, was reliving the past. 

"She singing old hunting song," Eugene explained. 
"Many years ago she sing it. This heap fine hunting- 
ground then. Elk, big-horn, bear. All fine things in 
summer. Winter nothing but big-horn. Sheep-eaters 
live here many summers. Pogos* young and happy then. 
Now she is old and lonesome. People aU gone. Purty 
soon she die. So she say." 

Even the unimaginative mind of TaU Ed Kelley 
thrilled to the tragic significance of this survivor of a 
dying race chanting her solitary song. Her memory 
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was cpnckening tinder the touch ci these diffii aad the 
sound ci these streams. She was retracing the stqps of 
her youth. 

Kdley interpreted it differently. ''She's dose to it»** 
he call^ "It's here in this valley, in some of these 
ridges." 

Resolutely, unhesitatingly, Pogosa rode down the first 
stream whidb ran to the north, making directly for a low 
hiU on which could be discerned a low comb of deflected 
rocks of a dark color. At last, riding up the ledge, she 
slipped from her horse and, tottering forward, fell face 
downward on the grass beside an upturned giant slab 
of gray stone. 

The men stared in wonder, searching the ground for 
evidence of mineral. None could be seen. Suddenly 
lifting her head, the crone b^an to sing again, uttering 
a heart-shaking wail which poured from her quivering 
Ups Uke the cry of the forsaken. The sight of her with- 
ered hands strained together and the tears in her sunken 
cheeks went to the soul. The desdate rocks, the foning 
rain, the wild and monstrous cliffs, the encircling noounr 
tains, all lent irresistible power to her grief. She seemed 
tiie minstrel of her race mourning for a vanished worid. 
''Come away," Eugene urged with a delicacy wbkSi 

\g from awe. **Her husband buried A^rv." 

J ^y touched to know that her grief was persooal, 

tilled, too, with a kind of helpless amazement at this 

D lal outbreak, the gold-seekers withdrew down 

pe, followed by the riderless pony, leaving the 

I I crouched dose against the sepulcher of hir 

^ nouring forth the sobbing wail ci her song. 

looks like the end of our mine," said Kdlay, 
\ '**I begin to think that the old witch led tts 
just for the sake of visiting that grave.** 
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"It looks that way," responded Wetherell, "but what 
can we do? You can't beat her, and we've done all we 
could to bribe her." 

Eugene advised: "You wait. Bimeby she got done 
cryin'. To-morrow she got cold— want meat, coflEee— 
plenty bad. Then we go get her." 

They went into camp not far away in the edge of 
a thicket of scraggly wind-dwarfed pines, and put up 
their tents for the night. 

"Wouldn't it put a cramp into you," began E^elley, 
as they stood Ix^de their fire, "to think that this old 
relict has actually led us all the way up here in order to 
water the grave of a sweetheart who died forty years 
ago?" 

"It shows how human she is." 

"Human! She's superhuman. She's crazy, that's 
what she is." 

" It is all very wonderful to me, but I'm worried about 
her. She mustn't stay out there in this rain. It's going 
to turn cold. See that streak in the west?" 

As Wetherell left the camp-fire and began to dimb 
back toward the comb of rocks he felt not merely the 
sheer immensity of this granite basin, but the londiness, 
its almost insupportable silence and emptiness. With 
the feeling of one who intrudes he called to the old 
woman. He stooped and put his arm about her. 
"Come," he said. "You will die here. Come to the 
fire." 

She suffered him to lead her away, but her head hung 
on her breast, her arms were limp. 

Back at the camp-fire, after seeing that Pogosa had 
been properly taken care of, the men faced each other 
in gloomy silence. 

"Right here we take our medicine, partner," remarked 
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Kelley. "Here we put a dot and double the line. I'd 
like to break over that divide and see how it looks in 
there, but our lady friend seems indisposed, and I guess 
we'U just toast our knees and think where we missed it." 

"After all," said Wetherell, soothingly, "this morning 
may be merely incidental. Let us be patient. She may 
recover." And at dark he carried some hot drink over 
to her tepee, but found her sleeping, and decided not 
to awaken her. 

Back at their fire, as the night deepened, the men 
lighted their pipes, and with blankets at their backs 
huddled close about it. An imperious voice broke from 
Pogosa's tent. Wetherell looked around at Eugene. 

"Did you speak?" he asked. 

Eugene protested. "No. Pogosa talk." 

"It sounded like a chief's voice," Kelley b^an. "A 
vigorous voice." 

Eugene, trembling like a scared puppy, crept dose 
to Wetherell. His voice was a mere whisper. "That 
no Pogos' — that Injtm spirit talking." 

KeUey was amused. "A spirit, eh? What does this 
spirit Injun say?" 

"Say, 'White man with red beard listen — come closer 
and listen' — " 

"That's you, Andy. Draw dose. Your side partner 
has something to say." 

Wetherell, alarmed by this delirium of his patient, 
rose to his feet, and as he did so her harsh voice uttered 
a short phrase which stiffened Eugene with fright. He 
left his place and sidled after Wetherell. 

"She say me, Eugene, come talk for you." 

"Very true. You'll need him. This may be a dying 
argued KeUey. 
You go ahead in tepee," Eugene urged. "Me sit 
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outside. Pogos' medicine now. See 'um vision. Spirits 
talk to her." 

As he peered in at the tepee door Wetherell perceived 
Pogosa dimly. She was sitting erect in her bed. Her 
eyes were wide, the pose of her head erect and vigorous. 
She appeared a span taller, and when she spoke her voice 
seemed to issue from a deep and powerful chest. 

With Eugene as a scared interpreter, Pogosa said: 
"Here, now where we are encamped, a battle took place 
many winters ago, and some of the exiles were slain. 
One of these was lapi, the husband of Pogosa. He it 
was who could not speak Shoshoni." 

Impatiently Kelley asked, "Will she be able to show 
us the mine?" 

"She will try, but she is old and her mind is misty. 
She say she is grateful to you. Red Beard, and will give 
the gold to you. She asks that you take her back to her 
own people after you find tlxc mine." 

" Is the mine far from here?" asked Wetherell, gently. 

"No, but it is very hard to find." 

" Can't you trace the trail on a piece of paper for me?" 
he inquired. 

"No, Pogosa cannot make the road. She can only 
tell you. Send the other white man away." 

"Vamoose!" Wetherell called with a note of triumph 
in his voice, and Tall Ed faded away. 

With faltering voice Pogosa began the all-important 
part of her tale: "The mine is on the head of the Wind 
River. Not far, but the way is very hard. Pogosa will 
not be able to lead you. From where we are you cross 
the valley to the mountain. You turn to your right and 
descend to a small lake lying under a bank of snow. 
This bank is held up by a row of black rocks. Below 
this lake is a stream and a long hill of round stones, 
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all mixed together. On the west side of this ridge, just 
above another small lake, you will find the mine." 

"Can it be approached from below?" 

**No, a great canon and many cliffs are there — " 
Her voice ceased abruptly. As suddenly as if life had 
been instantly withdrawn, she fell back upon her bed, 
and Eugene, released from the grasp of her hand, fled to 
KeUey, leaving WethereU alone with the mystery. 

"She seems to have dropped into a sort of trance," 
he said to Kelley, as he came back to the camp-fire. 

"Have you faith enough to follow those directions?" 
asked his partner. 

"I certainly have." 

Kelley laughed. "She may have a different set of 
directions to-morrow night. What to you say, Eugene? 
Pogos* all same fraud?" 

Eugene, cowering close to the fire, needed not speech 
to make evident his awe of the battle-field. "Injun 
spirits all round," he whispered. "Hear 'em? They 
cry to Pogos*." He lifted a hand in warning. 

"It's only the wind in the dead pines," said KeUey. 

"Plenty Injun spirits. They cry!** persisted Eugene. 

"There speaks the primitive man," remarked Weth- 
ereU. "Our ancestors in Ireland or Wales or Scotland 
all had the same awe and wonder of the dark — ^just as 
the negroes in the South believe that on certain nights 
the dead soldiers of Lee and Grant rise and march again." 

Kelley yawned. "Let's turn in and give the witches 
full swing. It's certainly their kind of a night." 

Eugene spoke up. "Me sleep in yoiu* tepee. Pogos* 
scare me plenty hard." 

Ridicule could not affect him, and out of pity for his 
differing Wetherell invited him to make down his bed 
in the doorway of his own little tent. 
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''I hope gran'ma won't have another fit in the middle 
of the night/' said Kelley, sleepUy. ''If she does, you 
can interview her alone. I'm dead to the world till 
dawn." 

Nothing happened after this save that an occasional 
nervous chill overcame Eugene and caused him to call 
out, "What's that?" in a suppressed tone. "You hear 
'em voice?" he asked seveial times; to all of which 
WethereU replied, "It is the wind. lie down; it is only 
the wind." 

Musing upon the singular tmsiness in the deep ci the 
night, WethereU concluded that Pogosa, in a moment of 
emotional exaltation, and foreseeing her inability to 
guide him in person, had taken this method of telling 
him truly where the mine lay. 

A mutter of voices in Pogosa's tepee interrupted his 
thought. "She is delirious again," he thought, but 
the cold nipped, and he dreaded rising and dressing. As 
he hesitated he thought he could distinguish two voices. 
Shaking Eugene, he whispered, "Listen, Eugene, tell 
me what is going on in Pogosa's tent." 

The half-breed needed no awakening. "She speak 
Sioux. I no speak Sioux. Some Siouz man's talk with 
her. Mebbe so her husband." 

WethereU smUed and snuggled down in his bed. "All 
right, Eugene. If lapi is there he wiU take care of her. 
Good night." 

Morning broke gloriously dear, crisp, and frosty. The 
insects were inert. The air had lost its heat and murk. 
The sun struck upon the sides of the tepees with cheerful 
glow, and aU was buoyant, normal, and bradng as the 
partners arose. 

Hurrying to Pogosa's tepee, WethereU peeped in. " I 

172 



THE PROSPECTOR 

wonder if she remembers her performance?" he asked 
himself, but could not determine, since she refused to 
answer Eugene when he questioned her. She took the 
food which Wetherell gave her, but did not eat or drink. 
Slowly she rose and hobbled away over the frosty grass 
toward the grave of lapi. 

"That's a bad sign," observed Kelley. "What's she 
going to do now, Eugene?" 

"She's goin' put meat by stone. Mebbe so Injun 
spirits come eat." 

"Well, she'd better absorb some of the grub herself." 

"I think it's a beautiful act," professed Wetherell, 
lifting his field-glass to study her motions. " She's happy 
now. She and her dead sweetheart are together again." 

"I know lapi once," Eugene volunteered. "He big 
man, very strong. Good rider. One spring aU people 
himgry. No game. Ponies weak. lapi say go kill 
sheep. Washakie hear of killing sheep. Send warriors, 
lapi here. Make battle. Kill mebbe so four, six Injun. 
K£U. lapi. Washakie sorry now. His spirit cry in trees 
last night." 

"Better let Pogosa alone for the day. The sun is 
warming the rocks. She is no longer cold. We can 
leave our camp here and scout around on our own 
account, returning this afternoon." 

They rode across the valley in the direction indicated 
by the Voice. It was a bewildering maze into which the 
prospector must descend in search of the gold which is 
marked in yellow letters on some maps of the state. 
Several times did Wetherell drop into the basins, search- 
ing in vain for the small lake and the black-walled bank 
of snow, but at last Eugene's eye detected faint indica- 
tions of a trail. 

"We've struck the right road this time," exulted 
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Wetherdl. "Here is the wall of black rocks." There 
was no snow, but he argued that, the season having been 
exlraordinaxily wann and wet, this landmark had tem- 
porarily disappeared. 

''I am sure this is the lake and stream/' declared 
Wetherell. "See where the snow has lain." 

"How far down do you figure the mine was?" 

"Some miles below, near a second lake. I'm afraid 
we can't make it this trip. It will be dark by the tune 
we reach camp. We'll just mark the spot and come 
back to-morrow." 

Kelley was for pushing on. "What matter if we 
don't get back?" 

"I'm thinking of Pogosa — " 

He shrugged his shoulders. "There's grub and shd- 
ter handy. She can come down any time and feed." 

"Yes, but I hate to think of her all alone. She may 
be worse." 

"Send Eugene back. We don't need him now/* 

Wetherell was almost as eager to go on as Kelley,but 
could not banish the pathetic figure of Pogosa so easily. 
Now that all signs pointed to the actual mine, his blood 
was fired with passion for the gold. 

"Eugene, go back and wait for us. See that Pogosa 
is comfortable. We'll return by dark." 

The word "dark" sent a shiver through Eugene. He 
shook his head. "No. I'm afraid. Spirits oome 
again." 

"Come on," said Kelley. "You can't make l^irn do 
that. If we hurry we can get down to the other lake and 
back by sunset. The squaw will take care of herself. 
She's used to being alone — ^besides, the spirits are with 
her." 

With the hope that it was not far, Wetherell yielded 
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and set off down the slope, following the bank of the 
streanou Soon the other lake could be seen not far belofr 
them, and, slipping, sliding amid a cascade of pebblea, 
the gold-seekers, now glowing with certainty of sucoesBy 
plunged straight toward the pool. Two or three times 
this precipitous method of descent led them into bHnd 
alleys from which they were obliged to dimb, but at 
last, just as the sun went behind the imperial peedc, they 
came out upon the shore of the little tarn which lay 
shallowly over a perfectly flat floor of cream-colored 
sand. 

^'Here we are," called Kdley. ''Now if your g^ioat 
proves a liar, Pogosa must answer for it. Here is the 
rocky ridge on the east — " 

"And here is trail," called Eugene, pointing to a faint 
line leading straight into the pines. 

Wetherell spurred his horse into this trail, and in less 
than five minutes came upon the mine. It was not a 
shining thing to look at, so he did not shout. It was 
merely a cavernous opening in a high ledge of dark rode 
On one side stood the sunken and decaying walls of a 
small log hut. The roof had fallen in, and vines filled 
the interior. In front of the door and all about, himps 
of reddish, rusty-looking rock were scattered. A big 
stone hollowed in the middle showed that it had been 
used as a mortar for crushing the ore. The tunnd itself 
was irregular in shape and almost high enough to admit 
a horse. It dipped slightly from the threshold. 

Tan Ed spoke first, in a tone of suppressed excita- 
dent "Well, let's see what she's like." 

"I trust Pogosa. Up goes our poster," replied 
lerell. 
right. You put up the sign wbSie I fgamine this 
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With his hatchet Wetherell set to work hewing a 
•quare face on a tree. He was putting the first tack in 
his placard when Kelley walked over toward him, and 
with exaggeratedly qtdet voice said: 

''Just look at that, will you?" 

Wetherell took the lump of ore and thrilled to the sight. 
It needed no expert to discern the free gold which lay 
in thin scales and sparkling lumps all through the rock. 

**I want to yell," said Kelley, and his voice trembled. 

"Don't do it!" said Wetherell. "Let's hurry back 
to camp and move down here. I won't feel safe till 
we do." 

"I don't leave this place to-night, Andy. You and 
Bugcmo go back to camp. I'll stay here and hold down 
the And." 

WcthcrvU, tremulous with excitement and weak in the 
kncioi«, rtniiounted his horse and set off for camp. It was 
a lotiK clitub, and the latter part of it tedious by reason of 
i\w \itim\\m darkness and the weariness of the horses. 
Wotht^rrll's inmy would not lead and was fairly at the 
tMid c»( hl« IK)WW». but at last they reached their camping- 
l»lm^. Wothcrt?ir» first thought was of Pogosa. She 
W4tt iiowhi^tti in tdght and her tepee was empty. 
' "rilio on hill," declared Eugene. "Lying down on 
wtoiuv lnj\in (Ty there three days." 

"Tho puir (Jd thing! She'll be famished and chilled 
Ui Mill Ihiiiiv lt*H u 8l)ame, our leaving her alone this 
wrty Mut thut'H the way of the man in love with gold. 
(iimMl (h^itr<»yH all that is tender and lo3ral in a man. I 
hin i^nlnj,' li^la up and bring her down, Eugene, you 
nihil u hill and put some coffee on to boil." 

Willi a \mxri full of pity the repentant gold-seeker 
(fHMUvil Inward the cairn. The crumpled Uttle figure, so 
NNj^1^ 111 ilD loneliness and helpless grief, was lying where 
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he had left it. She did not stir at tlie socmd of his foot* 
steps, nor when he laid his hand softly on her shoulder. 

"Come, Pogosa,*' he said, with gentle authority. 
"Come, CQlSee, fire waiting. We found the mine. 
You're rich. You shall go back to your people. Comer* 

Something in the fed of her shoulder, in the unyielding 
rigidity of her pose, startled and stilled him. Hesbook 
her questioningly. She was stark as stone. Her body 
had been cdd for many hours. Her spirit was with JapL 
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-^stUl seeks sanctuofy tn Ai gram 
timber f finding tki storms tf Ai 
granite peaks less to he jeani Am 
tke fury of kis neigkbors. 
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THE OUTLAW 



FREEMAN WARD, geologist for the government, 
was not altogether easy in his mind as he led his 
little pack-train out of Pinedale, a frontier settlement cm 
the western slope of the Rocky Mountain divide, for he 
had permitted the girl of his deepest interest to aocoiD- 
pany him on his expedition. 

Alice Mansfield, accustomed to having her way, and 
in this case presuming upon Ward^s weakness, insisted 
on going. Outwardly he had argued against it, making 
much of the possible storms, of the rough trails, of 
the cold and dampness. But she argued that she was 
quite as able to go as Mrs. Adams, the wife of the 
botanist of the expedition. So Ward had yielded, and 
here these women were forming part of a cavalcade 
which was headed for Fremont Peak, concerning whose 
height and formation the leader wished to inform him* 
self. Alice was, however, a bit dashed by Ward's change 
of manner as he laid upon his train his final instructions. 

''There is to be no skylarking," he said, "and no 
bedc-tracking. Each one is to exercise great care. 
We cannot aSord to lose a horse nor waste our pro- 
visions. This is not a picnic excursion, but a serious 
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government enterprise. I cannot turn back because of 
any discomfort you may encounter in camp." 

"I am ready for what comes/' Alice answered, smil- 
ingly. 

But she rode for the rest of the day remarkably silent. 
There had been times when she was certain that Ward 
cared a great deal for her — ^not in the impersonal way 
indicated by his reprimand — ^but in the way of a lover, 
and she was very fond of him, had indeed looked f orwaid 
to this trip in his company as one sure to yield hours of 
delightful intimacy. On the train he had been very de- 
voted, "almost lover-like,** Peggy Adams insisted. But 
now she was dismayed by his tone of military command. 

Their first day's march brought them to a beautiful 
water called Heart Lake, which shone dark and deq> 
amid its martial firs at the head of one of the streams 
which descended into the East Fork, and there the guides 
advised a camp. They were now above the hunters, 
almost above the game, in a region ''delightfully pri- 
meval,** as the women put it, and very beautiful and 
peaceful. 

After the tents were in order and the supper eaten, 
Alice, having tuned up her little metal banjo, began to 
twitter tender melodies (to the moon, of course), and 
the long face of the man of science broadened and 
he seemed less concerned about rocks and fauna and 
fibra. 

The camp was maintained at Heart Lake for a day 
while Ward and his men explored the various gorges 
in order to discover a way into Blizzard Basin, which 
was their goal. They returned to camp each time more 
and more troubled about the question of taking the 
women over the divide into the "rough country*' which 
lay to the north. 

182 



THE OUTLAW 

''It is a totally different world," Adams explaiiied to 
his wife. ''It is colder and stormier over there. The 
forest on the north slopes is full of down-timber and 
the cliffs are stupendous. I wish you giiis were back 
in the settlement/^ and in this wish Ward heartily 
jdned. 

However, the more they talked the more detenniiied 
the women were to go- 
It was like a May day the following noon as they left 
timber-line and, following the row of tiny moomneote 
set tip by the foresters, entered upon the wide and mi* 
dulating stretch of low edges whidi led to the sipmmit. 
The air was dear and the verduieless shapes o£ the 
monstrous peaks stood sharp as sted against the sky. 
The tender grass was fOled with minute i^istemng flowen; 
The wind was gentle, sweet, moist, and cool. 

''Pooh!" said Alice, "this is absurdly easy. F!rs»-' 
man has been tdhng us dreadful tales aU akxig joit to 
be rid of us." 

But she b^an to admit that her escort of four strong 
men was a comfort, as the guide explained that this 
"rough country" had long been known as the retrest 
of cattle-thieves and outlaws. 

"Do you think there are any sudi men in hece nawV* 
asked Mrs. Adams. 

" Undoubtedly," Ward said; "but I don't think, from 
fim oondition of this trail, that they come in on tfak dde 
ef the rai^e. I suspect it's too lonely even for a cattto^ 
met" 

They unsaddled that night on the bank of a stream 

lall meadow, and around the camp-fire discraiwd 

c dch they were to take qext day. The gttidaa 

it was ''a holy terror," which made Afioe'the 

T to traverse it. 
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'*I like trails that make men quake. I welcome ad« 
venture — ^that's what I came for/' she said. 

Early the next forenoon, as they were descending the 
steep north-slope trail, Alice gave out a cry of pain, and 
Adams called to Ward: 

** Hold on! Allie's horse is down." 

Ward was not surprised. He rode in continual ex^ 
pectation of trouble. She was forever trying sbott cuts 
and getting snared in the fallen logs. Once she had 
been scraped from her saddle by an overhanging bough, 
and now, in attempting to find an easier path down a 
slippery ridge, her horse had fallen with her. Ward 
was tmgradous enough to say: 

"Precisely what I've warned her against,'" but he 
hurried to her relief, nevertheless. 

"Are you badly hurt?" he asked, as she stood before 
him, striving to keep back her tears of pain. 

V'Oh no, not at all badly. My foot was jammed a 
little. Please help me on to my horse; I'll be all right 
in a minute." 

She put so good a face on her accident that he helped 
her into her saddle and ordered the train to move on; 
but Peggy perceived that the girl was suffering keenly* 

"Sha'n't we stop, Allie?" she called, a few minutes 
later. 

" No. I'll be all right in a few nainutes." 

She rode on for nearly half an hour, bravely enduring 
her pain, but at last she turned to Mrs. Adams and 
cried out: "I can't stand it, Peggy! My foot pains 
me frightfully!" 

Adams again called to Ward and the procession halted, 
while Ward came back, all his anger gone. 

"We'll go into camp," he said, as he examined her 
bruised foot. "You're badly hurt." 
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''It's a poor place to camp, Professor," protested 
Gage. "K she can go on for about fifteen minutes — " 

"I'll try," she said; "but I can't bear the stirrup, 
and my shoe is full of blood." 

Ward, who was now keenly sympathetic, put her on 
his own horse and walked beside her while they slowly 
crawled down into the small valley, which held a deep 
and grassy tarn. Here they went into camp and the 
day was lost. 

Alice was profoundly mortified to find herself the cause 
of the untimely halt, and as she watched the men mak- 
ing camp with anxious, irritated faces she wept with 
shame of her folly. She had seized the worst possible 
moment, in the most inaccessible spot of their journey, 
to commit her crowning indiscretion. 

She was ill in every nerve, shivering and weak, and 
remained for that day the center of all the activities of 
the camp. Ward, very tender even in his chagrin, was 
constantly at her side, his brow knotted with caie. He 
knew what it meant to be disabled two hundred miles 
from a hospital, with fifty miles of motmtain trail be- 
tween one's need and a roof, but Alice buoyed herself 
up with the belief that no bones were broken, and that 
in the clear air of the germless world her wound would 
quickly heal. 

She lay awake a good part of that night, hearing, 
above the roar of the water, the far-oflE noises of the 
wild-animal world. A wolf howled, a cat screamed* 
and their voices were fear-inspiring. 

She began also to worry about the effect of her mis- 
hap on the expedition, for she heard Ward say to Adams: 
"This delay is very unforttmate. Our stay is so limited. 
I fear we will not be able to proceed for some days, and 
snow is likely to fall at any time." 
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What they said after that AKce could not hear, but 
she was in full possession of their trouble. It was not a 
question of the loss of a few days; it meant the possible 
failure of the entire attempt to reach the summit. 

"Peggy/* she declared, next morning, "the men must 
push on and leave you with me here in the camp. I 
will not permit the expedition to fail on my account." 

This seemed a heroic resolution at the moment, with 
the menacing sounds of the night still fresh in her ears, 
but it was the most natural and reasonable thing in the 
world at the moment, for the sun was rising warm and 
dear and the valley was as peaceful and as beautiful as 
a park. 

Mrs. Adams readily agreed to stay, for she was wholly 
free from the ordinary timidities of women, but Ward, 
though sorely tempted, replied: 

"No. We'll wait a day or two longer and see how you 
come on." 

At this point one of the guides spoke up, saying: '*If 
the women would be more comfortable in a cabin, there's 
one down here in the brush by the lake. I found it this 
morning when I was wranglin' the horses." 
A cabin! In this wild place?" said Alice. 
Yes, ma'am — must be a ranger's cabin." 

Ward mused. " If it's habitable it would be wanner 
and safer than a tent. Let's go see about it." 

He came back jubilant. "It doesn't seem to have 
been occupied very recently, but is in fair shape. We'll 
move you right down there." 

The wounded girl welcomed the shelter of a roof, and 
it was good to feel solid logs about her helpless self. 
The interior of the hut was tmtidy and very rude, but 
it stood in a delightful nook on the bank of a pond just 
where a small stream fell into the valley, and it required 
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but a few minutes of Mrs. Adams's efEorts to dear the 
place out and make it cozy, and soon Alice, groaning 
faintly, was deposited in the rough pole bunk at the dark 
end of the room. What an inglorious end to her exalted 
ride! 

Ward seemed to tmderstand her tears as he stood 
looking down upon her, but he only said: ''I dislike 
leaving you, even for the day. I shall give up my trip." 

'*No, no! you must go on!" she cried out. *'I shall 
hate myself if you don't go on." 

He reluctantly 3Hielded to her demand, but said: ''If I 
find that we can't get back to-morrow I will send Gage 
back. He's a trusty fellow. I can't spare Adams, and 
Smith and Todd — as you know — are paying for their 
trip." 

Mrs. Adams spoke up firmly. "You need not worry 
about us. We can get along very well without anybody. 
If you climb the peak you'll need Gage. I'm not afraid. 
We're the only people in this valley, and with this 
staunch little cabin I feel perfectly at home." 

"That's quite true," replied Ward in a relieved tone. 
"We are above the hunters — no one ever crosses here 
now. But it will be lonely." 

"Not at all!" Alice assured him. "We shall enjoy 
being alone in the forest." 

With slow and hesitating feet Ward left the two 
women and swung into his saddle. "I guess 111 send 
Gage back, anyhow," he said. 

"Don't think of it!" called Peggy. 

As a DMitter of fact, Alice was glad to have the n^n 
puU out. Their pity, their reproach, irritated her. It 
wais as if they repeated aloud a scornful phrase — * * You're 
a lovely and tempting creature, but you're a fool-hen 
just the same." 
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The two women spent the day peacefully, save now 
and th^i when Alice's wounded foot ached and needed 
care; but as night b^:an to rise in the cafion like the 
smoke of some hidden, silent, subterranean fire, and the 
high crags glowed in the last rays of the sun, each of 
them acknowledged a touch of that inmiemorial awe of 
the darkness with which the race began. 

Peggy, seating herself in the doorway, described the 
scene to her patient, who could see but httle of it. ''Oh, 
but it's gloriously tmcanny to be here. Only think! 
We are now alone with God and His animals, and the 
night." 

''I hope none of God's bears is roaming about/* 
replied Alice, flippantly. 

"There aren't any bears above the berries. We're 
perfectly safe. My soul! but it's a mighty countryl I 
wish you could see the glow on the peaks." 

" I'm taking my ptmishment," replied Alice. " Free- 
man was very angry, wasn't he?" 

**If it breaks oflE the match I won't be surprised," 
replied Peggy, with resigned intonation. 
There wasn't any match to break oflE." 
Well!" replied the other, and as she slowly rose 
she added: "I won't say that he is perfectly distracted 
about you, but I do know that he thinks more of you 
than of any other woman in the world, and I've no 
doubt he is worrying about you this minute." 



II 

It was deep moonless night when Alice woke with a 
start. For a few moments she lay wondering what 
had roused her — then a bright light flashed and her 
companion screamed. 
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*'Who's there!" denoanded the giiL 
In that instant flare she saw a man's £Boe^ young* 
smooth, with dark eyes gleaming beneath a bfoad hat. 
fie stood like a figinre dt bronze white his matdi was 
burning, then ezdcdmed in breathtess wonder: 

''Great Peter's ghost! a woman!" Finally he stepped 
forward and looked down upon the white, scand fnoes 
as if uncertain of his senses. "Two of themr he vAah 
pered. As he struck his second ntiatdi he gently asked: 
''Would you mind saying how you got here?" 

Alice spoke first. "We came up with a geologfeal 
survey. I got htut and they had to lea^e us bdind.*' 
"Where's your party gone?" 
"tJp to the glaciers." 
"When did they leave?" 
"Yesterday morning." 
"When do you expect them back?" 
"Not for two or three days." 
He seemed to ponder a moment. "Yoa say jtcfn 
hurt? Where?" 
" My horse slipped and fdl on my foot." 
"Wait a minute," he commanded. "Ill rustle' a 
candle. I left one here." 
When his form came out of the dark blur behind hit 
lie Alice perceived that he was no ordinary hunter. 
I young, alert, and very good-looking^ although 

I (BCQ was stem and his mouth bitter. He laid asidb 
as he approached the bunk in which the two 
I were cowering as mice tremble before a cat. For 
noinute he looked down at them, but at last Im 
and said, in a jocular tone: 
m're sure-enough women, I can see that. YoaH 
-but when a man comes back to a fhBudk in 
le of the night in a place like this and finds 
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a couple of women in a bunk he's likely to think he's 
seeing pictures in his sleep.*' 

"I can understand that," Alice returned, recovering 
her self-command. ** You're the ranger, I suppose? I 
told my friend here that jrou might return." 

"I'm mighty glad I did," he said, heartily. 

"Thank you; you're very kind." 

He bent a keen glare upon her. " What's your name?*' 

"AUce Mansfield." 

"What's your friend's name?" 

"Mrs. Adams." 

"Are you a missis, too?" 

She hesitated. This was impertinent, but then she 
herself was an intrusive guest. "No," she answered, 
"I am not married." 

"Where are you from?" 

"New York City." 

"You're a long way from home." 

"Yes, I'm feeling that this noinute." She drew the 
coverlet a little doser to her chin. 

Hequicklyreadthissign. "Youneedn'tbeafraidofme." 

"I'm not." 

"Yes, you are. You're both all of a tremble and 
white as two sheep — ** 

"It isn't that," wailed the girl; "but I've twisted my 
foot again." Her moan of pain broke the spdl that 
bound P^gy. 

"Would you leave, please, for a moment?" she called 
to the owner of the cabin. " I've got to get up and doctor 
my patient." 

"Sure!" he exclaimed, moving toward the door. "If 
I can do anything let me know." 

As soon as her patient's aching foot was eased Peggy 
opened the door and peeped out. A faint flare of yellow 
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had come into the east, and beside the fire, rolled in his 
blanket, the ranger was sleeping. Frost covered every- 
thing and the air was keen. 

**He*s out there on the cold ground — ^with only one 
blanket." 

**What a shame! Tell him to come inside — ^I'm not 
afraid of him.'* 

"Neither am I — ^but I don't believe he'll come. It's 
'most morning, anyway — perhaps I'd better not disturb 
him." 

"Take one of these quilts to him — ^that will help 
some." 

Mrs. Adams lifted one of the coverlets and, stealing 
softly up, was spreading it over the sleeper when he woke 
with a start, a wild glare of alarm in his eyes. 

"Oh, it's you!" he said in relief. Then he added, as 
he felt the extra cover: "That's mighty white of jrou. 
Sure you don't need it?" 

"We can spare it. But won't you come inside? I'm 
sorry we drove you out of your cabin." 

"That's all right. I'm used to this. Good nig^t. 
I'm just about dead for sleep." 

Thus dismissed, Peggy went back and lay down beside 
Alice. "He says he's quite comfortable," she remarked, 
"and I hope he is, but he doesn't look it." 

When she woke again it was broad daylight and Alice 
was turning restlessly on her hard bed. In the blaze of 
the sun all the mystery of the night vanished. The 
incident of the return of the ranger to his cabin was as 
natural as the coming of dawn. 

"He probably makes regular trips through here," said 
Mrs. Adams. 

But the wounded girl silently differed, for she had 
read in the man's eyes and voice a great deal more than 
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belonged to the commonplace character of a forest* 
ranger. That first vision of his face burned deep. 

She had seen on the wall of the station at ''the road" 
the description of a train-robber which tallied closely 
with this man's general appearance, and the conviction 
that she was living in the hidden hut of an outlaw grew 
into a certainty. " I must not let him suspect my dis- 
covery," she thought. 

Mrs. Adams (who had not read the placard) treated 
the young fellow as if he were one of the forest wardens^ 
manifesting complete confidence in him. 

He deftly helped her about breakfast, and when she 
invited him into the cabin he came readily, almost 
eagerly, but he approached Alice's bed with a touch of 
hesitation, and his glance was softer and his voice gentler 
as he said: 

"Well, how do you stack up this morning?" 

"Much better, thank you." 

"Must have been a jolt — my coming in last night the 
way I did?" 

"I guess the* jolt 'was mutual. You looked surprised." 

He smiled again, a faint, swift half -smile. "Sur- 
prised! That's no name for it. For a minute I thought 
I'd fallen dear through. I hope you didn't get a back- 
set on account of it." 

"Oh no, thank you." 

"How many men are in your party?" 

"Six, counting the guides." 

"Who are the men?" 

She named them, and he mused darkly, his eyes on 
her face. " I reckon I can't wait to make their acquaint- 
ance. I'm going on down the Green River to-day. 
I'm sorry to miss 'em. They must be a nice bunch — 
to leave two women alone this way." 
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He ate heartily, but with a nicety which betrayed 
better training than is usual to men in his position. He 
remained silent and in deep thought, though his eyes 
were often on Alice's face. 

As he rose to go he said to Peggy: "Would you mind 
doing up a little grub for me? I don't know just when 
1*11 strike another camp." 

"Why, of course! 1*11 be glad to. Do you have to go?*' 

"Yes, I must pull out," he replied, and while she was 
preparing his lunch he rolled a blanket and tied it behind 
his saddle. At last he re-entered the cabin and, again 
advancing to Alice's bedside, musingly remarked: "I 
hate to leave you women here alone. It doesn't seem 
right. Are you sure your party will return to-night?" 

"Either to-night or to-morrow. Professor Ward in- 
tends to climb Fr6nont Peak." 

"Then you won't see him for three days." His tone 
was that of one who commtmes with himself. " I reckon 
I'd better stay till to-morrow. I don't like the feeling 
of the air." 

She explained that Gage, one of the guides, would 
return in case the professor wished to remain in the 
heights. 

"Well, I'll hang around till toward night, anyhow." 

He went away for half an hour, and upon his return 
presented a cleaiily shaven face and a much less savage 
look and bearing. He hovered about the door, appar- 
ently listening to Peggy's chatter, but having eyes only 
for the wounded girl. He seized every slightest excuse 
to come in, and his voice softened and his manner 
changed quite as markedly, and at last, while Mrs. 
Adams was momentarily absent, he abruptly said: 

"You are afraid of me; I can see it in your eyes. I 
Imow why. You think you know who I am." 
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"You mustn't talk like that to me," she protested, as 
finnly as she could. 

He sensed her alarm. " Don't you be scared," he said» 
gently. ** I didn't mean to jar you. I only meant that 
I didn't know such women as you were in the world. 
I'd trust you. You've got steady eyes. You'd stick by 
the man that played his whole soul for you, I can see 
that. I come of pretty good stock. I reckon that's why 
you mean so mudi to me. You get hold of me in a way 
I can't explain." 

" Why don't you fly?" she asked him. " Every minute 
yxm spend here increases -your danger. The men may 
return at any moment." 

"That's funny, too," he answered, and a look of 
singular, musing tenderness fell over his face. "I'd 
rather sit here with you and take my chances." 

"But you must not! You are imperiling your life for 
nothing." 

" You're mistaken there. I'm getting something every 
minute — something that will stay with me all my life. 
After I leave you it doesn't matter. I came into the 
hills just naturally, the way the elk does. After that 
girl reported me, life didn't coimt. Seeing you has 
changed me. It matters a whole lot to me this minute, 
and when I leave you it's stormy sunset for me, sure 
thing." 

Alice gazed upon him with steady eyes, but her 
bosom rose and fell with the emotion wWch filled her 
heart. She debated calling for Mrs. Adams, but there 
was something in the droop of the outlaw's head, in the 
tone of his voice, which arrested her. However sudden 
and frenzied his admiration might seem to others, it was 
tincere and manly, of that she was persuaded. Never- 
theless, she was deeply perturbed. 
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I wish you would go/' she entreated at last, hsuddly, 

I don't want to see you taken. You have made your- 
self a cruninal and I ought not to find eaocuses for yoo, 
but I do. You're so young. It doesn't seem as if yoa 
knew what you were doing. Why don't you ride away 
into the wild north country and bQ;in a sew life somi^ 
where? Can't you escape to Canada?" 

He seized eagerly upon her saggestkm. ^^WSL yoa 
write to me if I do?" 

"No, I cannot promise that." 

"Why can't I play the xang^ heie and wait tqxm 
you till the men return?" 

"Because Professor Ward read that placard with me. 
He will know you instantly. I wish you'd go. Gage 
may come at any moment now." 

Peggy came in with disturbed look. "It looks filoe 
rain," ^e announced; "the clouds are settling down all 
over the peaks." 

The outlaw sprang up and went to the door. . "It 
looked bad when I got up," he said, as he studied 
the sky. "I guess we're in for trouble. It may be 



snow." 



His fears were soon realiased. Rain b^an to fell in 
a thin drizzle, and at four o'clock the first feint flakes 
of snow began to flash amid the gray veils of the water- 
drops. The women looked at «ich other in alarm as 
the cabin's interior darkened with the ominoiis shadow 
of the storm. 

- ^I don't like this a bit," said F^gy, after a wbSkt. 
1 no mountain squalL I wish the noen were 

V 
. 4 ■ 

I't be anything that will last," rqdied AHoe. 
; ae f or the winter snows." 
JOK ' replied Peggy. "But it's snowing peffeet 
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feather beds now, and no wind. Lucky this forest- 
ranger is here. The men may get lost in this stonn." 

"Mercy! Don't speak of such a thing!" exclaimed 
Alice; but she knew, just the same, that Ward and his 
party were high in the peaks, far, far above the cabin, 
and that the storm there would be proportionately 
fiercer. She listened with growing thankfulness to the 
outlaw's blows upon the dry limbs of wood that he was 
chopping for the fire. He was very capable and would 
not desert them — of that she felt assured. 

As the man worked on, the women both came to keen 
realization of the serious view he took of the storm. He 
mounted his horse and with his rope dragged great 
bundles of fagots from the thickets. As he came up» 
laden with one of his bundles of hard-won fuel, Mrs. 
Adams asked: 

"You don't think it will keep this up, do jrou?" 

"You never can tell what will happen in these moun- 
tains. It doesn't generally snow much till later, but 
you can't bank on anything in this range." 

Alice called to him and he stepped inside. "What do 
you think we'd better do?" she asked. 

"There isn't a thing you can do, miss. It's just a 
case of stick it out. It may let up by sundown; but, 
as it is, your party can't get back to-night, and if you 
don't mind I'll camp down just outside the door and 
keep the fire going." 

"You will be a comfort to us," she replied, "but I 
feel that — that you ought to be going. Isn't it danger- 
ous for you? I mean you will be shut in here." 

"If I'm shut in, others are shut out," he answered, 
with a grim smile. "My job is to keep fire." With 
these words he returned to his work of breaking limbs 
from the dead firs. 
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Alice said: '*If it does turn out as this — ^this ranger 
says — ^if the storm keeps up, you mustn't let him sleep 
out in the snow.*' 

"Of course not," said Peggy. "He can sleep inside. 
I trust him perfectly — and, besides, you have your re- 
volver." 

Alice smiled a little, wondering how Peggy's trust 
would stand the strain of a fuller knowledge concerning 
their guardian's stirring career. 



Ill 

In spite of her knowledge of the mountains and her 
natural intrepidity of character the woimded girl's heart 
sank as the snow and the night closed down over the 
tiny cabin in its covert of firs. To be on foot in such 
gloom, in the heart of such a wilderness, was sufficiently 
awe-inspiring, but to be helpless on a hard bed was to 
feel the utter inconsequence of humankind. "Suppose 
the storm blocks the trails so that the men cannot return 
for a week? What will we do for food?" 

Each time she heard the outlaw deliver his burden of 
wood her heart warmed to him. He was now her com- 
fort and very present stay. "If it should happen that 
the trails become impassable he alone will stand between 
us and death," she thought. 

The outlaw came in to say, abruptly, "If you weren't 
hurt and if I weren't in such a hurry I'd rather enjoy 
this." 

He slashed his sombrero against his thigh as he spoke, 
and Mrs. Adams answered his remark without knowl- 
edge of its inner meaning. 

"You mustn't think of sleeping outdoors to-night — 
Mr.—?" 
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''Smith. I belong to the big family, the Smiths/' he 
promptly replied. 

"Why don't you take away that improvised table by 
the wall and make your bed there?" 

"We'll need the table," he responded in a matter- 
of-fact tone. "I'll just crawl tmder it. What's giving 
me most trouble is the question of grub. They didn't 
leave you any too much, did they?" 

"But you can kill game, can't you?'* asked Peggy. 

"We're pretty high up for elk, and the blue grouse 
are scarce this year, but I reckon I can jump a deer or 
a ground-hog. We won't starve, anyway." 

AKce perceived in his voice a note of exultation. He 
was glad of his reprieve, and the thought of being her 
protector, at least for the night, filled him with joy. 
She read his mind easily and the romance of this rela- 
tionship stirred her own heart. The dramatic possibili- 
ties of the situation appealed to her. At any moment 
the men wight return and force her into the r61e of 
defender. On the other hand, they nwght be confined 
for days together in this little cabin, and in this enforced 
intimacy Peggy was sure to discover his secret and his 
adoration. 

The little hovel was filled with the golden light of 
the blazing fagots, and through the open door AKce 
could see the feathery crystals falling in a wondrous, 
glittering curtain across the night. The stream roared 
in subdued voice as though oppressed by the snows, 
and the shadow of the fugitive as he moved about the 
fire had a savage, primal significance which awed the 
girl into silence. 

He was very deft in camp work, and cooked their 
supper for them almost as well as they could have done 
it themselves, but he refused to sit at the table with 
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P^;gy. "ril just naturally stick to my slicker, if you 
don't mind. I'm wet and my hands ate too grimy to 
eat with a lady." 

Alice continued to talk to him, always with an tmdeiv 
current of meaning which he easily read and adroitly 
answered. This care, this double meaning, drew them 
ever closer in spirit, and the girl took an unaccountable 
pleasure in it. 

After supper he took his seat in the open doorway, 
and the girl in the bunk looked upon him with softened 
glance. She had no fear of him now; on the contrary, 
she mentally leaned upon him. Without him the night 
would be a terror, the dawn an uncertainty. The brave 
self-reliance of his spirit appeared in stronger fight as 
she considered that for weeks he had been camping alone, 
and that but for this accident to her he would be &cing 
this rayless wintry night in solitude. 

He began again to question her. "I wish you*d tell me 
more about yourself," he said, his dark eyes fixed upon 
her. "I can't tmderstand why any giil like you should 
come up here with a bunch of xock-sharps. Are you 
tied up to the professor?" 

If Peggy expected her patient to resent this question 
she must have been surprised, for Alice merely smiled as 
if at the impertinence of a child. 

Mrs. Adams replied: ''I can tell jrou that she is — 
and a very forttmate girl her friends think her." 

He turned to her with umnoved face. ''You mean 

lie's got money, I reckon.'* 

^*h aey and brains and good looks and a fine 
ft 

s about the whole works, ain't it — leastwise he 

it all when he gets you. A scian like that 

; deserve what he's got. He's a chump. Do you 
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suppose I'd go ofiE and leave you alone in a hole like this 
with a smashed leg? I'd never bring you into such a 
country, in the first place. And I certainly wouldn't 
leave you just to study a shack of ice on the mountain- 
side." 

"I urged him to go, and, besides, Peggy is mistaken; 
we're not engaged." 

"But he left you! That's what sticks in my crop. 
He can't be just right in his head. If I had any chance 
of owning you I'd never let you out of my sight. I 
wouldn't take a chance. I don't understand these city 
fellows. I reckon their blood is thinned with ice-water. 
If I had you I'd be scared every minute for fear of losing 
you. I'd be as dangerous to touch as a silver-tip. If 
I had any place to take you I'd steal you right now." 

This was more than banter. Even Mrs. Adams per- 
ceived the passion quivering beneath his easy, low-toned 
speech. He was in truth playing with the conception 
of seizing this half-smiling, half-musing girl whose help- 
less body was at once a lure and an inspiration. It was 
perfectly evident that he was profoimdly stirred. 

And so was Alice. "What," she dared ask herself, 
**wiU become of this?" 



IV 

To the outlaw in the Rocky Motmtain cabin in that 
stormy night it was in every respect the climax of his 
life. As he sat in the doorway, looking at the fire and 
over into the storm beyond, he realized that he was 
shaken by a wild, crude lyric of passion. Here was, to 
him, the pure emotion of love. All the beautiful things 
he had ever heard or read of girlhood, of women, of 
marriage, rose in his mind to make this night an almost 
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intolerable blending of joy and aorcow, hope and dd»' 
spair. 

To stay time in its flight, to make this hour his Q«n» 
to dieat the law, to hold the future at bay — these nere 
the avid desires, the vague resolutions, of his brain. So 
sure as the day came this happiness would end. To- 
morrow he must resume his flight, resigning his new- 
found jewel into the hands of another. To tUs tfaoui^t 
he returned again and again, each time with new adoca- 
tion for the girl and added fury and hate against his re- 
lentless pursuers and himself. He did not spare him- 
sdf ! "Gad! what a fool Tve beeor-and yet, if I had 
been less a fool I would not be here and I would never 
have met her." He ended with a glance toward AUce. 
Then he arose, closed the door of the cabin, and stood 
without beside the fire, so that the women mi^t prqwre- 
f or bed. His first thought of suicide came to himu Why 
not wait with his love as long as possible — stay till the 
law's hand was in the air above his head, uplifted to 
strike, and then, in this last moment, die with this lateet* 
most glorious passion as climax to his career? To flee 
meant endless fear, torment. To be captured noeant 
defeat, utter and final dismay. 

A knock upon the door starred him, and Peggy's voice 

cut short his meditation. "You can came in now, Mr, 

Smith," she said. 

T ^road crystals were still falling thickly and the fir^ 

g and spluttering around a huge root vrbixii he 

roued upon it. In its light the cabin stood hardly 

than a kennel, and yet it housed the woman wbivm 

d transformed his world into something myi^ 

A man of commonplace ancestry would have felt 

dmal delight in shelter and warmth, but tfaia 

I stirred to a spiritual exaltation. Tbd giil^i 
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boGom, the rounded beauty of her neck, appealed to him, 
but so also did the steady candor of her gaze and the 
sweet courage of her lips. Her helplessness roused his 
protective instinct, and her words, the sound of her 
voice, so precise, so alien-sweet, filled him with bitter 
sadness, and he re-entered the house in such spirit of 
sdf-abasement as he had never known before. 

He lay down upon the hard floor in silence, his au- 
dacity gone, his reckless courage deep-sunk in gloomy 
foreboding. 

Alice, on her part, could not free her mind from the 
burden of his crime. He was so young and so hand- 
some, to be htmted like a noxious beast! She had at 
the moment more concern of him than of Ward, and in 
this lay a certain disloyalty. She sighed deeply as she 
thought of the outlaw resuming his flight next day. 
Would it not be better for him to sacrifice himself to the 
vengeance of the state at once and so end it? What 
right had she to shield him from the law's demand? 
"He is a criminal, after alL He must pay for his rash 
act." 

She could not sleep, and when he rose to feed the fire 
she softly asked, " Eioes it still storm?" 

''No," he answered in a tone that voiced disappoint- 
ment; "the sky is clear." 

"Isn't that dieeringl" she exclaimed, still in the same 
hushed voice. 

"For you," he replied. "For me it's another story." 
He felt the desire for a secret consultation which moved 
her, and on his way back to his comer he halted and 
fixed his eyes upon her in hungry admiration of her fire- 
lit face. Then he spoke: "I should have pulled out 
before the storm quit. They can trail me now. But 
no matter; I've known you." 
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She still kept to ambiguous speech. ''Wouldn't it be 
better to give up and take youi^-xnisfortune, and begin 
again? Professor Ward and I will do all we can to help 
you." 

"That's mighty white of you," he respondedt dowly. 
"But I can't stand the thought of confinement. I've 
been free as an Injun all my Ufe. Every way of the 
wind has been open to me. No; just as long as I can 
find a wild spot I must keep moving. If it oomes to 
'hands upT I take the short cut." He tapped his re- 
volver as he spoke. 

"You mustn't do that," she entreated. ''Promiae me 
jrou won't think of that!" 

He made a stride toward her, but a movement of her 
companion checked him. 

"Is it morning?" Peggy sleepily asked. 

"Not quite," answered the outlaw, "but it's time for 
me to be moving. I'd like to hear from jrou some time," 
he said to Alice, and his voice betrayed his sadness and 
tenderness. "Where could I reach jrou?" 

She gave her address with a curious sense of wraog* 
doing. 

He listened intently. "I'll remember that," he said, 
"when I've forgotten everything else. And now — '* 
He reached his hand to her and she took it. 

"Poor boy! I'm sorry for you!" she whispered. 

Her words melted his heart. Dropping on his knees 
her bed, he pressed her fingers to his lips, then 
f •'I'll see you again— somewhere — seme tincie," he 
, brokenly. "Good-by." 

sooner had the door closed behind the outiaw 
V^ggy rose in her place beside Alice and 



fication. "Now what is the meaning of all 
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"Don't ask me," replied the girl. "I don't fed like 
talking, and my foot is aching dreadfully. Can't yoa 
get up and bathe it? I hate to ask you — but it hurts 
me so." 

Peggy sprang up and began to dress, puffing and 
whistling with desperation. As soon as she was dressed 
she ran to the door and opened it. All was still a wodd 
of green and white. "The fire is almost out," she re- 
ported, "and I can see Mr. Smith's horse's tracks." 



It was about ten o'clock when a couple of horsemen 
suddenly rounded the point of the forest and rode into 
the clearing. One of them, a slender, elderly man with 
gray, curly beard and a skin like red leather, dismotmted 
and came slowly to the door, and though his eyes ex- 
pressed surprise at meeting women in such a place, he 
was very polite. 

"Momin', ma'am," he said, with suave inflection, 

"Good morning," Peggy replied. 

"Fine snowy momin'." 

"It is so." She was a little irritated by the fixed 
stare of his round, gray eyes. 

He became more direct. " May I ask who you are and 
how you happen to be here, ma'am?" 

"You may. I'm Mrs. Adams. I came up here with 
my husband, Professor Adams." 

"Where is he?" 

"He has gone up the trail toward Fremont. He is a 
botanist." 

"Is that his horse's tracks?" 

Alice called sharply, "Peggy!" 

Mrs. Adams turned abruptly and went in. 
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The stranger turned a slow gaze upon his companion. 
**Well, this beats me. Tears like we're on the wrong 
trail, Bob. I reckon we've just naturally overhauled a 
btmch of tourists." 

** Better go in and see what's inside," suggested the 
other man, slipping from his horse. 

"All right. You stay where you are." 

As he stepped to the door and rapped, Peggy opened it, 
but Alice took up the inquiry. 

**What do you want?" she asked, imperiously. 

The man, after looking keenly about, quietly replied: 
"I'm wonderin' how you women come to be here alone, 
but first of all I want to know who made them tracks out- 
side the door?" 

Alice ignored the latter part of his question and set 
about satisfying his wonder. "We came up here 
with a geological survey, but my horse fell on my 
foot and I couldn't ride, so the men had to leave me 
behind—" 

"Alone?" sharply interrogated the man. 

"No; one man stayed." 

"What was his name?" 

" I don't know. We called him Smith." 

"Was he the man that rode away this morning?" 

"What does that matter to you?" asked the girl. 
"Why are you so inquisitive?" 

He maintained his calm tone of n^ld authority. " I'm 
the sheriff of Uinta Coimty, ma'am, and I'm looking for 
a man who's been hiding out in this basin. I was trailin* 
him dose when the snow came on yesterday, and I didn't 
know but what these tracks was his." 

Peggy turned toward Alice with an involuntary ex- 
pression of enlightenment, and the sheriff read it quickly. 
Slipping between the two women, he said: 
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"Jest a nmmte, ixuss. What sort of a looking man 
was this Smith?" 

Alice took up the story. "He was rather small and 
dark— wasn't he, Peggy?" 

Peggy considered. "I didn't notice him particulaily. 
Yes, I think he was." 

Ilie man outside called: "Hurry up, Cap. It's be- 
ginning to snow again." 

The sheriflE withdrew toward the door. "You're both 
lying," he remarked without heat, "but it don't noatter. 
WeTl mighty soon overhaul this man on the horse — ^who- 
ever he is. If you've been harboring Hall McCord we'll 
have to take you, too." With that threat as a farewell 
he mounted his horse and rode away. 

Peggy turned to AKce. "Did you know that young 
fellow was an outlaw?" 

"Yes; I saw his picture and description on a placard 
in the railway station. I recognized him at once." 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 

" WeU, I liked his looks, and, besides, I wanted to find 
out if he were really bad or only unfortunate." 

"What has he done?" 

"They say he held up a train!" 

"Merciful Heavens! a train-robber! What's his real 
name?" 

"The name on the placard was Hall McCord." 

"And to think he was in the same room with us last 
night, and you were chumming with him! I can't tmder* 
stand you. Are you sure he is the robber?" 

"Yes. He coi^essed to having tried to rob the express 
car." 

"He seemed such a nice fellow. How did he come to 
do it?" 

Alice concluded not to honor the other girl by bringing 
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her into the discussion. " Oh, it is hard to say. Need of 
money, I suppose. Poor boy, I pity him." 

** They'll get him, sure. They can follow his tracks as 
easy as anything. I don't suppose I ought to say it, but 
I hope he'll get away. Don't you?" 

"Yes, I do!" was Alice's fervent response. "But 
see! it's snowing again. It may cover his trail." 

Peggy went to the door and gazed long and keenly at 
the peaks. When she turned her face was solemn. 
"Allie, this is getting pretty serious for us. If the men 
don't come to-day they may get snowed up entirely." 

Alice stifled a wail. "Oh, if I were only able to walk 
I wouldn't mind. I could help gather fuel and keep 
the fire going." 

"There's plenty of wood for another day, but I'm 
worried about the men. Suppose they are up on that 
glacier?" 

"I'm not worried about them, but I know they are 
worrying about us. They'll surely start back this 
morning; but they may not be able to reach us till 
night." 

The light of the morning had turned gray and feeble. 
The air was still and the forest soundless, save now and 
then when a snow-laden branch creaked with its bur- 
den. 

There was something majestic as well as menacing in 
this all-pervading solemn hush. 

Peggy went about her duties as cheerfully as she 
Qould, but with a wider knowledge of mountaineering 
than Alice had. She was at heart quite terrified. "We're 
going to miss our nice outlaw," she remarked. "He 
was so eflEective as a purveyor of wood." Then she 
went to the door and looked out. "That sheriff wUl 
never keep his trail," she said. 
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"What's that?" suddenly asked Alice. 

Both listened. "I hear it!" whispered Peggy. "It's 
a horse — ^there! Some one spoke." 

"It's Freeman!" Alice joyously called out. "Coo- 
hoo!" 

No one replied, and Peggy, rushing to the door, met 
the yotmg outlaw, who appeared on the threshold with 
stem, set face. 

"Who's been here since I left? Your party?" 

Peggy recoiled in surprise and alarm, and Alice cried 
out, "Why did you come back?" 

"Two men on horseback have been here since I left. 
Who were they?" His voice was full of haste. 

"One of them said — ^he was the — ^the sheriff," Alice 
replied, faintly. 

He smiled then, a kind of terrifying humor in his eyes. 
"Well, the diances are he knew. They took my trail, 
of course, and left in a hurry. Expected to overhaul 
me on the summit. They've got their work cut out 
for 'em." 

"How did they miss you?" the girl asked, huskily. 

"Well, you see, when I got up where I could view the 
sky I was dead svu-e we were in for a whooping big snow- 
storm, and I just couldn't leave you girls up here all 
alone, so I struck right down the caflon in the bed of the 
creek — ^the short cut. I don't like to back-trail, anyway; 
it's a bad habit to get into. I like to leave as blind a 
trail as I can." His face lighted up, grew boyish again. 
"They're sure up against a cold proposition about now. 
They'll lose my track among the rocks, but they'll fig- 
ure I've hustled right on over into Pine Creek, and if 
they don't freeze to death in the pass they'll come out 
at Glover's hay-meadow to-morrow night. How's the 
wood-pile holding out?" 
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"Please go!** cried Alice. **Take your chance now 
and hurry away.*' 

"I'm not used to leaving women in such a fix. The 
moment I saw that the blizzard was beginning all over 
again I turned back.** 

"You haven't had any breakfast?" said Peggy. 

"Nothing to speak of,*' he replied, dryly. "I wasn't 
thinking of breakfast when I pulled out.*' 

"I'll get you some.*' 

Alice could not throw off the burden of his danger. 
"What will you do when my people return?** 

"I don*t know — ^trust to luck." 

"You are very foolish. They are certain to come 
to-day.** 

" They won't know who I am if you women don't give 
me away.** 

" I'm sure Freeman — Professor Ward — ^will know you, 
for he also saw the placard." 

"That's no sign. Suppose he does — maybe he won't 
think it is his job to interfere. Anyway'* — ^here his voice 
became decisive — "I won*t leave you in such a fix as 
this.'* His eyes spoke to her of tiat which his tongue 
could not utter. "I wanted an excuse to come back, 
anyway," he concluded. "No matter what comes now, 
my job is here to protect you.** 

She did not rebuke him, and Peggy — ^though she won- 
dered at his tone — ^was too grateful for his presence even 
to question Alice's motive in permitting such remarks. 

As for Alice, she felt herself more and more involved 
in the tangled skein of his mysterious life. His sudden 
and reckless abandomnent of the old love which had 
ruined him, and the new and equally irrational regard 
which he now professed for her, filled her with a delicious 
marveling. 
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He appealed to a woman's imagination. He had the 
spice of the unknown. In her relationship with Ward 
there was no danger, no mystery — ^his courtship narrow- 
ly escaped being commonplace. She had accepted his 
attentions and expected to marry him, and yet the 
thought of the union produced, at its warmest, merely a 
glow of comfort, a sense of security, whereas the hint of 
being loved and protected by this Rob Roy of the hills, 
this reckless Rough Rider of the wilderness, was instinct 
with romance. Of course his devotion was a crazy 
folly, and yet, lying there in her rough bunk, with an 
impenetrable wall of snow shutting out the rest of the 
world, it was hard not to fed that this man and his 
futiu"e had become an inescapable part of her life — a part 
which grew in danger and in charm from hour to hour- 
Pull two miles above the level of her own home, sur- 
rounded by peaks unscalably wild and lonely, deserted 
by those who should care for her, was it strange that she 
should return this man's adoring gaze with something 
of the primal woman's gratitude and submission? 

The noon darkened into dusk as they talked, slowly, 
with long pauses, and one by one the stirring facts of the 
rover's life came out. From his boyhood he had always 
done the reckless thing. He had known no restraint 
till, as a member of the Rough Riders, he yielded a 
partial obedience to his commanders. When the ex- 
citement of the campaigns was over he had deserted 
and gone back to the round-up wagon and the camp-fire. 
In the midst of his confidences he maintained a reserve 
about his family which showed more self-mastery than 
anything else about him. That he was the black sheep 
of an honorable flock became increasingly evident. He 
had been the kind of lad who finds in the West a fine 
field for daredevil adventure. And yet there were 
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unstirTed deeps in the man. He was curious about a 
small book which Alice kept upon her bed, and which 
she read from time to time with serene meditation on 
her face. 

"What is that?" he asked. 

"My Bible." 

"Can I see it?" 

"Certainly." 

He took it carefully and read the title on the back, 
then turned a few of the leaves. "I'm not much on 
reading," he said, "but I've got a aster that sends me 
tracts, and the like." He returned to the fly-leaf. "Is 
this your name?" 

"Yes." 

"'Alice Mansfield,*" he read; "beautiful name! 
'New York City' ! That's pretty near the other side of 
the world to me." He studied the address with intent 
look. " I'd like to buy this book. How much will you 
take for it?" 

"I'll trade it for your weapon," she replied. 

He looked at her narrowly. "You mean something 
by that. I reckon I follow you. No, I can't do that— 
not now. If I get into business over the line I'll disarm, 
but in this coimtry a fellow needs to be protected. I 
want this book!" 

"For the fly-leaf?" 

He smiled in return. "You've hit it." 

She hesitated. "I'll give you the book if you'll 
promise to read it." 

He clapped the covers together and put the volume 
in his pocket. "It's mine! I'll read every word of it, 
if it takes an age, and here's my hand on it." 

She gave him her hand, and in this clasp something 
Came to her from his clutching fingers which sobered 
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her. She drew her hand away hastily and said: '*If 
you read that book — and think about it — it will change 
your whole world." 

He, too, lost his brightness. ''Well, I'm not so anxious 
to keep up this kind of life. But if anybody changes 
me it will be you." 

"Hush!" she warned with lifted finger. 

He fell back, and after a little silence went out to wait 
upon the fire. 

"It seems to me," said Peggy, reprovingly, "that 
you're too gracious with this mountaineer; he's getting 
presumptuous." 

' ' He doesn't mean to be. It's his unsophisticated way. 
Anyhow, we can't afford to be captious to our host." 

"That's true," admitted Peggy. 

The night shut down with the snow still falling, but 
with a growing chill in the air. 

"The flakes are finer," the outlaw announced, as he 
came in a little later. " That is a good sign. It is grow- 
ing colder and the wind is changing. It will pinch hard 
before sim-up, and the worst of it, there's no way to 
warm the cabin. We can't have the door open to-night. 
I'm worried about you," he said to Alice. "If only 
those chumps had left a man^^ze ax!" 

The two women imderstood that this night was to 
bring them into closer intimacy mth the stranger than 
before. He could not remain outdoors, and though they 
now knew something of his desperate character, they had 
no fear of him. He had shown his chivalry. No one 
could have been more considerate of them, for he ab- 
sented himself at Peggy's request instantly and with- 
out suggestion of jocularity, and when he came in and 
found them both in bed he said: 

"I reckon I'll not make down to-night — ^youTl need 
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an your blaxdcets before morntng"; and theie up cm» 
without weighing their pcrotestSy proceeded to spraul 
the extra cover over them. 

AEce looked up at him in the dim Us^ of the candle 
and softly asked: "What will you do? You wiU sufEer 
with cold!" 

"Don't wony about me; Tm an old campaigner* I 
still have a blanket to wrap around my shocddeni. m 
snooze in a comer. If you hear me moving aroand 
don't be worried; I'm hired to keep the fixe going even 
if it doesn't do us much good inside." 

The chill deepened. The wind began to toar, and 
great masses of snow, dislodged from the taJQ tx€al 
above the cabin, fell upon its roof with sounds Hke tboae 
of soft, slow footfalls. Strange noises of creaking and 
groaning and rasping penetrated to Alice's ears, and she 
cowered half in fear, half in joy of her sbdter and her 
male protector. Men were fine animals for the wild. 

She fell asleep at last, seeing her knight's dim taaxk 
propped against the wall, wrapped in a blanket Indiaai^ 
wise, his head bowed over the book Ae had given hini» 
a candle smoking in his hand. 

She woke when he rose to feed the fire, and the currant 
of cold air which swept in caused her to cover her mootli 
with the blanket. He turned toward her, 

'' It's all over for sure, this time," he said. "It's cold 
and goin' to be colder. How are you standing it? Ujoat 
£eet are cold I can heat a stone. How is the hurt foot?" 
He drew near and looked down upon her anxiously. 

"Very much easier, thank you." 
'.■.J*Ti3(k mighty glad of that. I wish! oould take Che 
TfifUfk afl on myself." • , .1 

' ^'Tquhave troubles of your own," aba anaweredt-M 
Hl^iUy as she could. 
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"That's true, too," he agreed in the same tone. "So 
many that a little one more or less wouldn't count." 

"Do you call my wound little?" 

"I meant the foot was little — " 

She checked him. 

"I didn't mean to make light of it. It sure is no 
joke." He added, "I've made a start on the book." 

"How do you like it?" 

"I don't know yet," he answeredj and went back to 
his comer. 

She snuggled imder her warm quilts again, remorseful, 
yet not daring to suggest a return of the blanket he had 
lent. When she woke again he was on his feet, swing- 
ing his arms silently. His candle had gone out, but a 
faint light was showing in the room. 

"Is it morning?" she asked. 

"Just about," he replied, stretching like a cat. 

The dawn came gloriously. The sun in far-splashing 
splendor slanted from peak to peak, painting purple 
shadows on the snow and warming the boles of the tall 
trees till they shone like fretted gold. The jays cried 
out as if in exultation of the ending of the tempest, and 
the small stream sang over its icy pebbles with resolute 
cheer. It was a land to fill a poet with awe and ec- 
static praise — a radiant, imperial, and merciless land- 
scape. Trackless, almost soundless, the mountain world 
lay waiting for the alchemy of the sun. 

VI 

The morning was well advanced when a far, faint 
halloo broke through the silence of the valley. The 
ranger stood like a statue, while P^gy cried out: 

"It's one of our men!" 
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Alice turned to the outlaw with axudoos face. **I£ 
it's the sheriff stay in here with me. Let me plead for 
you. I want him to know what yoa^ve done for us.'* 

The look that came upon his face turned her oold 
with fear. ''If it is the sheriff — ** He did not fioishy 
but she imderstood. 

The halloo sounded nearer and the outlaw's fiioe 
lightened. "It's one of your party. He is coming up 
from below." 

Impatiently they waited for the new-comer to appear, 
and though he seemed to draw nearer at every shout, 
his progress was very slow. At last the man appeared 
on the opposite bank of the stream. He was co v ere d 
with snow and stumbling along like a man half dead 
with hunger and fatigue. 

"Why, it's Gage!" exclaimed Peggy. 
It was indeed the old himter, and as he drew near his 
gaimt and bloodless face was like that of a starved and 
hunted animal. His first word was an axudous tnquiryy 
How are ye?" 

"All well," Peggy answered. 
And the crippled girl?" 

Doing nicely. Thanks to Mr. Smith here, we did 
not freeze. Are you himgry?" 

The guide looked upon the outlaw with ceased, pro- 
truding eyes. "Htmgry? I'm done. I've been walr* 
lerin* in the snow all night and I'm just about all in.'' 
*'Where are the others?" called Alice from her 
• 

iggered to the door. ^'They're up at timber- 

X t them day before yesterday. I tried to get 

1 lost my bearin's and got on the wrong aide o' 

. 'Pears like I kept on the wrong side o' the 

Then my horse gave out, and that aet me 
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Again the shots rang out, one, two, ihree-^-one^ two^ 
three. "It's a signal! It's your party!" 

P%gy uttered a cry of joy and rushed outside, but 
Alice turned an tmquiet gaze on the outlaw. "You'd 
better fly!" 

"What is the use?" he answered, bitterly. "The snow 
is so deep there is no show to cross the range, and my 
horse is weak and hungry." 

Gage appeared at the door. "Lemme take your gun» 
stranger; I want to answer the signal." 

"Where's your own?" 

"I left it on my horse," the old man answered, sheep- 
ishly. 

The young fellow looked at Alice with a keen glitter 
in his eyes. "I'll make answer myself," he said; "I'm 
very particular about my barkers." 

Alice, as she heard his revolver's answering word leap 
into the silent air and bound and rebound along the 
cliffs, was filled with a sudden fear that the sheriff might 
be guided back by the sound — and this indeed the fugitive 
himself remarked as he came back to his seat beside her. 

" If he's anywhere on this side of the divide he'll sure 
come back. But I've done my best. The Lord God 
Almighty has dropped the snow down here and shut 
me in with you, and I'm not complaining." 

There was no answer to be made to this fatalism of 
utterance, and none to the worship of his eyes. 

"Lift me up!" commanded Alice; "I want to look 
out and see if I can see anybody." 

The outlaw took her in his arms, supporting her in 
the threshold in order that she might see over the vast 
sea of white. But no human being was to be seen. 

"Take me back — inside," Alice said to the man who 
had her in his arms. "I fed cold here." 
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Once again, and with a feeling that it was, perhaps, 
for the last time, he carried her back to her bench and 
re-enveloped her in her blankets. 

"Stay here with me now,'* she whispered to him, as 
she looked up into his face. 

And the outlaw, filled with gladness and pride, threw 
himself on the floor beside her. 



VII 

The signal pistol-shots came nearer and nearer, but 
very slowly; and as the outlaw sat beside Alice's couch 
he took her Bible from his pocket and said: 

"I made a stab at reading this last night." 

She smiled. *'I saw you. How did you like it?" 

**I didn't exactly get aboard someway." 

"What was the trouble?" 

**I guess it was because I kept thinking of jrou — and 
my own place in the game. Three da)rs ago I didn't care 
what became of me, but now I want a chance. I don't 
see any chance coming my way, but if I had it I'd make 
use of it." He looked at her a moment in silence, then 
with sudden intensity broke forth. ** Do you know what 
you mean to me? When I look at your face and eyes 
I'm crazy hungry for you." 

She shrank from him and called to Mrs. Adams. 

He went on. **0h, you needn't be afraid. I just 
wanted to say it, that's aU. If there was only some 
other way to straighten myself — ^but I can't go to jail. 
I can't stand up to be clipped like a poodle-dog, then 
.put on striped clothing and walk lock-step — I can't do 
it! They'll put me in for ten years. I'd be old when 
I got out." He shuddered. "No, I won't do that! 
rd rather die here in the hills." 

221 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

She grew white in sympathy. " It is a frightftd price 
to pay for one insane act, and yet — crime should be 
ptmished.** 

"I'm getting my punishment now," he replied, with 
darkly brooding glance. "There's a good old man and 
two women, my sisters, waitin' for me down the slope. 
If I could reach home I'd try to live straight, but it's a 
long and dangerous trail between here and there." 

Peggy now ran into the cabin. " It's the expedition," 
she announced. "I can see Freeman." 

"I reckon this is where I get oflE," said the outlaw in 
a tone of mingled relief and dismay. 

"No, no!" Alice entreated. "Stay tiU Freeman 
comes. He will help you. Let me explain to him. I 
know he will not betray you." 

He looked at her again with that intent, longing wor- 
ship in his eyes, and answered, "I accept the chance 
for the sake of one more hour with you." 

The outlaw stepped to the door, and he saw a man at 
the head of his train mid-leg deep in snow, leading his 
horse, breaking the way for his followers, who were all 
on foot, crawling, sttunbling, and twisting among the 
down-timber, unmindful of the old trail. 

At sight of that big and resolute leader, with flowing 
black beard and ruddy face, the outlaw was filled with 
jealous sadness. To find Ward a man of superb physi- 
cal prowess, the kind that measures peaks for the fun of 
it, was disturbing, and without defining his feding he 
was pltmged into melancholy musing. And when later 
Ward entered, and, stooping over the couch, kissed 
Alice, the end of his idyl seemed to him announced. 

In the bustle of the moment, in the interchange of 
anxious, hurried inquiries, the outlaw stood aside in the 
comer, unnoticed, till Alice caught Ward's arm and said: 
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"Freeman, this is Mr. Smith, to whom we owe a great 
deal. He has taken the utmost care of tis. We would 
have frozen but for him." 

Ward shook hands with the outlaw, but wonderingly 
asked of Alice, **But where was Gage?" 

The outlaw answered, *'Gage got lost and only turned 
up a cx>uple of hours ago." 

Ward turned to Alice in horror. "Good Lord! And 
you were here alone — crippled — ^in this storm?" 

**No — ^that's what I'm telling you. Mr. Smith came 
and took care of us. He brought our wood, he cooked 
for us, he kept our fire going. He gave up his bed, 
even his blankets, for us. You should be very generous 
to him." 

Ward again reached a hearty hand. "I'm tremen- 
dously obUged to you." 

The outlaw quailed imder all this praise. "There 
was mighty little to do," he answered. "I only shared 
my fire with them." 

Ward studied him closer. "Haven't we met before?" 

"No, I reckon not." 

"I'm quite sure I've seen you somewhere. What are 
you doing up in here?" 

Alice interposed. "What are we going to do?" 

Ward turned to the outlaw. "What would you 
advise? I've only had one idea, and that was to r^ch 
this cabin. Now what would you do?" 

The outlaw was ready. "I would send a part of the 
men with the horses down the valley to grass and I'd 
wait here till Miss Mansfield is able to ride." 

"\l<mi this snow go off ?" 

"That's my notion." 

"It's certain we can't camp here — ^the horses must 
have grass." 
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"1*11 be able to ride in a day or two," Alice said, 
bravely. 

"We could frame up a portable bed and carry you," 
suggested the outlaw; "but it can't be done to-night, 
so you'd better send your outfit down to the marsh to 
camp. The horses are worn out and so are the men." 

"Will you guide them to grass and help them find 
shelter?" 

The outlaw hesitated for an instant, and Alice inter- 
posed: *'No, no! let Gage do that. I want Mr. Smith 
to remain here." 

Ward perceived in her entreaty something of anxiety 
and fear, and after the men and horses had started down 
the][slope he turned to the outlaw and said: " I'm mighty 
grateful to you, Mr. Smith. It must have surprised you 
to find these women here." 

The outlaw dryly replied, "It did!" 

Alice added: "It was in the middle of the night, too; 
but Mr. Smith was very nice about it. He slept out- 
doors without a word of complaint." 

Ward had figured the situation to conclusion: "Smith 
is a poacher," and though he had a savage dislike of 
these illicit game-slaughterers, he could not but be glad 
of the presence of this particular outlaw, and resolved to 
overlook his trade in gratitude for his cabin and service. 

The outlaw helped Adams and Ward to dear away the 
snow for a tent, and Alice, seeing the three men thus 
amicably joined in her defense, could not find it in her 
heart to condemn one of them as a criminal. Here in 
the white isolation of the peaks the question of crime 
and its punishment became personal. To have this man's 
fate in her hand was like grasping the executioner's sword 
for herself. 

"If women had to punish criminals themselves, with 
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their own hand,** she asked, "how many of them would 
do it?*' 

Peggy came in and whispered to her: "No one else 
seems to have recognized him. He may get away 
safely. I hope he will. Shall we tell the men who he 
is?*' 

"Yes, we shall have to do that soon, but I'm afraid 
they won't take the sentimental view of him that we do. 
I tremble to think of what they will do when they 
know.*' 

Ward explained to Adams: "Our friend Smith here 
is a poacher — ^but as our accotmt stands I don't feel it 
my duty to report him, do you?*' 

"No; Peggy tells me he has acted like a gentleman 
all through.** 

In this spirit they made themselves comfortable for 
the night. 

The sun set gloriously, but the air bit ever sharper, 
and while Peggy went about her cooking, assisted by 
her husband and the outlaw, Alice pulled Ward down 
to her bedside and hurriedly began: 

"You remember that placard we read in the station 
— ^the one about the train-robber?** 

"Yes!*' 

"Well, this is the man — our Mr. Smith." 

Ward looked at her a moment with reflective eyes, 
then exclaimed: "You're right! I thought I'd seen 
him somewhere.** 

"And the sheriff is after him. He was here yester- 
day morning.** 

"Here?** 

"Yes. You see, Mr. Smith stayed with us till he 
thought the storm was over, then rode away, intending 
to cross the divide, but when the snow beg^ again he 
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turned back. He said he couldn't leave us alone. He 
left us just before dawn, and four or five hours afterward 
the sheriff came. Of course he saw the poor fellow's 
trail and instantly set off after him." 

•'But why didn't th^ meet?" 

"Because Mr. Smith came back a different way and 
then the blizzard came on and covered up his tracks. 
He thinks the sheriff has gone on over the divide. You 
must help him, Freeman. Help him to get away and 
find some way to give him a start. Nobody could have 
been more considerate, and I can't see him taken by 
these cold-blooded men who want that two thousand 
dollars' reward. He reaUy could have escaped, only for 
us. He came back to protect us." 

Ward pondered. "The problem is not so easy of 
solution. A train robbery is a pretty serious matter. 
I'm very grateful to him, but to connive at his escape is 
itself a punishable act. Why did you tell me? I could 
have passed it over — " 

"Because I'm afraid the sheriff may come back at 
any moment." 

Ward's brow was troubled. "I could ignore his 
deed and pretend not to know who he is, but definitely 
to assist a bandit to escape is a very serious matter." 

"I know it is; but remember he gave up his chance 
to cross the divide in order to keep us from suffering." 

"I wish you hadn't told me," he repeated, almost in 
irritation. " If the sheriff only keeps on over the range 
Smith can take care of himself." 

As the outlaw re-entered the cabin Alice acknowledged 
in him something worth a woman to love. In the older 
man was power, security, moral, mental, and physical 
health, the qualities her reason demanded in a husband; 
but in the other was grace and charm, something wildly 
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admirable. He allured as the warrior, intrepid and 
graceful, allured the maiden, as the forest calls the 
householder. Something primordial and splendid and 
very sweet was in her feeling toward him. There could 
be no peaceful wedlock there, no security of home, no 
comfort, only the exquisite thrill of perilous union, the 
madness of a few short weeks — ^perhaps only a few 
swift dajrs of self-surrender, and then, surely, disaster 
and despair. To yield to him was impossible, and yet 
the thought of it was tantalizingly sweet. 

When she looked toward Ward she perceived herself 
sitting serenely in matronly grace behind a shining 
coffee-urn in a well-ordered, highly civilized breakfast- 
room, facing a most considerate husband who neverthe- 
less was able to read the morning paper in her presence. 
When she thought of life with the outlaw all was dark, 
stormy, confused, and yet the way was Ut by his adoring 
eyes. A magical splendor lay in the impulse. His love, 
sudden as it seemed, was real — she was certain of that. 
She felt the burning power, the conjury of its flame, and 
it made her future with Ward, at the moment, seem 
dxdl and drab. 

** Why, why could not such a man and such a pasdon 
come with the orderly and the ethical?" she asked 
herself. 

At the best he was fitted only for the mine or the 
ranch, and the thought of life in a lonely valley, even with 
his love to lighten it, made her shudder. C^ one side 
she was a very practical and far-seeing woman. The 
instant she brought her reason to bear on the problem 
she perceived that any further acquaintance with this 
man was dangerous. They must part here at this 
moment, and yet she could not let him go without in 
some way maldng him feel her wish to hdp him. 
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vm 

Ward and the outlaw were discussing plans for get- 
ting out of the basin when Adams came in to say, ''A 
couple of other weary wanderers are turning up." 

**The sheriflE!" instantly exclaimed Alice, her face 
whitening in swift dismay. 

In that moment the forester was transformed. With a 
weapon in his hand he stood aside, his eyes on the door, 
a scowl of battle on his face. He resembled a wolf with 
bared fangs ready to die desperately. 

Ward, quick to read his purpose, interposed. "Wait !" 
he commanded. "Stay here; I'll see them. Don't be 
rash." 

As he passed out into the firelight the outlaw, without 
relaxing his vigilance, said in a low voice, "Well, girl, I 
reckon here's where I say good night." 

"Don't resist," she pleaded. "Don't fight, please! 
Please! What is the use? Oh, it's too horrible! liyon 
resist they will kill you!" 

There was no fear in his voice as he replied: "They 
may not; I'm handy with my gun." 

She was breathless, chilled by the shadow of the im- 
pending tragedy. "But that would be worse. To kill 
them would only stain your soul the deeper. You must 
not fight!" 

"It's self-defense." 

"But they are oflBcers of the law." 

"No matter; I will not be taken alive." 

She moaned in her distress, helplessly wringing her 
hands. "O God! Why should I be witness of this?" 

"You won't be. If this is the sheriflE I am going to 
open that door and make a dash. What happens will 
happen outside. You need not see it. I'm sorry you 
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have to hear it. But I give you my word— if you mask 
hear somethixig I will see to it that you hear as Uttte aa 
possible.'' 

The latch clicked— he stepped back* and again stood 
waiting, silent, rigid, ready to act, murderous in design. 

Mrs. Adams entered quickly, and, ck)6ing the door 
behind her, hurriedly whispered: ''It's tibe shexiflE. 
Hide! The men will hold them as long as they can. 
ffide!" 

The outlaw looked about and smiled. ''Where?" he 
asked, almost humorously. "I'm not a squir rcL'* 

"Under the bunk. See, there is room." 

He shook his head. " No, I refuse to crairi. I won't 
sneak. I never have. I tsJce 'em as they come." 

"For my sake," pleaded Alice. "I can't beer to see 
you killed. Hide yourself. Go to the door," she said 
toP^:gy. " Don't let them in. Tell Freemaxi— " She 
rose and stood unsteadily, forgetful of her own pain. 

Mrs. Adams ui^ged her to lie down, but she would not. 

The moments passed in suspense alxnost too great to be 

endtued. 

"Listen!" commanded the outlaw. "They're com- 
* * >f 
mgm. 

As they barkened Ward's voice rose clearly. "You 

can't miss the camp," he was saying, as if qMaldng to 

some one at a distance. "Just keep the tndl in the 

snow and j^ou'll find them. I'm sorry we can't put you 

up b ut you see how it is." 

- ^'1 ^re going!" exclaimed Alice. "Thank God, 

* going!" 

I't be they'll go without searching the shade," 

cr muttered, in no measure relaxing Us at^ 

chful menace. "They'ze playing a 
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Again the latch clicked, and this time it was Ward 
who confronted the outlaw's revolver mouth. 

''It's all right/' Ward called, instantly understanding 
the situation. " Th^'re gone. The old man was about 
played out, for they've been fighting snow all day, but 
I told him we couldn't take care of them here and they 
have gone on down to the camp. He thinks you got 
over the divide. You are all right for the present." 

"They'll come back," replied the other. "It only 
puts the deal oflE a few hours. They'll return, trailin* 
the whole camp after them. What can I do? My horse, 
is down there in the herd." 

" That's bad," exclaimed Ward. " I wonder if I could 
get him for you?" 

"If I had him he's weak and htmgry, and the high 
places are feet deep in drifts. It doesn't signify. I'm 
corralled any way you look at it, and the only thing left 
is to fight." 

"There's our trail to the glacier," Ward musingly 
suggested; "it's a pretty deep furrow — ^you might make 
it that way." 

A spark of light leaped into the man's eyes. " How far 
up does it run? Where does it end?" 

" In Glacier Basin, just at timber-line." 

The outlaw pondered, speaking his thought aloud. 
"From there across to the Indian reservation there isn't 
a wolf track. . . . It's a man's job crossing there, almost 
sure death, but it's my only diow." He had replaced 
his weapon in his belt and was weighing his chance, his 
eyes fixed on Alice's face. To leave this shelter, this 
warm circle of light, this sweet girlish presence, and 
plunge into the dark, the cold and the snow, was hard. 
No one but a man of tmconquerable courage would have 
considered it. This man was both desperate and heroic. 
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"It's my only chance and I'll take it," he said, drawing 
his breath sharply. **I'll need your prayers," he added, 
grimly, with eyes that saw only the girl. " If I fail youTl 
find me up there. I carry my sleeping-powder with 
me." He touched his revolver as he spoke. 

Alice's mind, sweeping out over that desolate expanse, 
had a moment's vision of him as he wotdd appear toiling 
across those towering cliffs, minute as a fly, and her 
heart grew small and sick. 

"Why don't you stay and take your lawful ptmish- 
ment?" she asked. "You will surely perish up there 
in the cold. Wait for sunlight at least." 

"I am ready to stay and to die here, near you," he 
replied, with a significant glance. 

"No, no, not that!" she cried out. "Talk to him, 
Freeman; persuade him to give himself up. I've done 
my best to influence him. Don't let him uselessly 
sacrifice himself." 

Ward perceived something hidden in her voice, some 
emotion which was more than terror, deep«- than pity, 
but his words were grave and kindly. "It is a frightful 
risk, yotmg man, but the trail to the glacier is your only 
open road. The sheriff is tired. Even if he finds out 
that you are here he may not come back to-night. He 
will know you cannot escape. You can't stir without 
leaving a telltale mark. If you could only get below the 
snow on the west slope — " 

"Whichever trail I take it's good-by,*' interrupted the 
fugitive, still addressing Alice. "If there was any- 
thing to live for — ^if you'd say the word!" — she knew 
what he meant — "I'd stay and take my schooling." 
He waited a moment, and she, looking from his asking 
face to Ward's calm brow, could not utter a sound. 
What could she promise? The outlaw's tone softened 
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to entreaty. **If you'll only say I may see you again 
on the otiier side of the range 'twill keep my heart 
warm. Can't you promise me that ? It's mighty little. ' ' 

He was going to almost certain death, and she could 
not refuse this. "You may write to me — " she faltered. 
"You know my address — " 

He struck the little book in his pocket. "Yes, I 
have it safe. Then I may see you again?" 

Alice, supported by Mrs. Adams, tmsteadily rose. 
"Yes, yes, only go. They are coming back! I can 
hear them." 

He took her hand. "Good-by," he said, chokingly. 
"You've given me heart." He bent swiftly and kissed 
her forehead. "I'll win! You'll hear from me." 

"Hurry!" she wildly cried. "I hear voices!" 

He caught up his hat and opened the door. As he 
faced them his lips were resolute and his eyes glowing. 
"It's only good night," he said, and closed the door 
behind him. 

"Hold!" shouted Ward. "You must take some food." 
He tore the door open. "Wait — " 

Even as he spoke a pistol-shot resounded through the 
night. It cut through the deathly silence of the forest 
like a spiteful curse, and was answered by another — 
then, after a short pause, a swift-tearing volley followed. 

"They are killing him!" cried Alice. 

They brought him in and laid him at her feet. He 
had requested this, but when she bent to peer into his 
face he had gone beyond speech. Limp and bloody and 
motionless he lay, with eyes of unfathomable r^;ret and 
longing, staring up at her, and as the men stood about 
with tmcovered heads she stooped to him, forgetful of 
all else; knelt to lay her hand upon his brow. 

232 



THE OUTLAW 

"Poor boy! Poor boy!" she said, her eyes blinded 
with tears. 

His hand stirred, seeking her own, and she took it 
and pressed it in both of hers. "Jesus be merciful!'* 
she prayed, softly. 

He smiled faintly in acknowledgment of her presence 
and her prayer, and in this consolation died. 

Wonderingly, with imperious frown, she rose and 
confronted the sheriff. "How is it that you are un- 
hurt? Did he not fight?" 

"That's what I can't tmderstand, miss/* he an- 
swered. "He fired only once, and then into the air. 
'Pears like he wanted to die." 

Alice tmderstood. His thought was of her. ''You 
shall hear as little as possible," he had said. 

"And you killed Wm — as he surrendered," she ex- 
claimed, bitterly, and turned toward the dead man, 
whose face was growing very peaceful now, and with a 
blinding pain in her eyes she bent and laid a final caress- 
ing hand upon his brow. 

As she faced the sheriff again she said, with merciless 
severity: " I'd rather be in his place than yours." Then, 
with a tired droop in her voice, she appealed to Ward: 
"Take me away from here. I'm tired of this savage 
world." 
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THE LEASER 

THE only passenger in the car who really interested 
me was a burly young fellow who sat just ahead of 
me, and who seemed to be soniething more than a tourist, 
for the cxmductor greeted him pleasantly and the brake- 
man shook his hand. We were dimhing to Ct^qple 
Creek by way of the Short Line, but as '"tibe aoeDeries'* 
were all familiar to me, I was able to study my UDam* 
passengers. 

The man before me was very attractive, attfaoug^ he 
was by no interpretation a gentle type. On the coch 
trary, he looked to be the rough and ready American, 
rough in phrase and ready to fight. IBs corduxoy ooot 
hunched about his muscular shoulders in svdcwaxd Unei^ 
and his broad face, indining to fat, was stem and 
harsh. He appeared to be about thirty-five yeata 6t 
age. 

The more I studied him the more I hankered to know 
his history. The conductor, coming thiocigh, hailed 
htm with: 
. "WcH, gettin' back, eh? Had a good trip?** 

Qnoe or twice the miner— lie was evidentiy.a mbar— 
leaned from the window and waved his hat to some one 
(qa the crossing, shouted a cheery, ''How goes hV* and 
the hrakeman asked: 
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''How did you find the East?" 

Prom an this I deduced that the nmer had been 
away on a visit to New Ycfk, or Bostan, or Washmgtoii* 

As we rose the air became so coed, so dear, so cii^ 
that we seemed to be entering a land of eternal dew and 
roses, and as our car fiDed with the ddicioas scent o£ 
pine branches and green grasses, the miner, with a sol- 
emn look on his iace^ took off his hat and, taming to 
me, said, with deep intonation: 

"This is what I call air. This is good for what ails 
me. 

"You've been away," I stated rather than asked. 

"I've been back East — back to see the old folks— first 
time in eleven years." 

"What do you call East?" I pursued. 

"Anything back of the Missouri River," he replied* 
srmliTig a little. "In this case it was Michigan — near 
Jackson." 

"Citizen of the camp?" I nodded up the caiknL 

"Yes, I'm workin' a lease on Bull HilL" 

"How's the old camp looking?" 

"All shot to pieces. Half the houses empty, and busi* 
ness gone to pot. It's a purty yellow proposition now." 

" You don't say! It was pretty slow when I was there 
last, but I didn't suppose it had gone broke. What's 
thematter of it?" 

"Too many monopolists. All the good properties 
have gone into one or two hands. Then these labor 
wars have scared operators away. However, I'm not 
complainin'. I've made good on this lease of mine.'* 
He grinned boyishly. "I've been back to flash my roll 
in the old man's face. You see, I Irft the farm rather 
sudden one Sunday morning eleven years ago, and I'd 
never been back." His face changed to a graver, sweeter 
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expression. "My sister wrote that mother was not 
very well and kiad o* grievin* about me, so, as I was 
making good money, I thought I could afford to surprise 
the old man by slapping him on the back. "You see, 
when I left, I told him I'd never darken his door again — 
you know the line of talk a boy hands out to his dad 
when he*s mad — and for over ten years I never so much 
as wrote a line to any of the family." 

As he mused darkly over this period, I insinuated an- 
other question. "What was the trouble.?" 

"That's just it! Nothing to warrant anything more 
than a cuss-word, and yet it cut me loose. I was goin' 
around now and then with a girl the old man didn't like 
— or rather, my old man and her old man didn't hitch — 
and, besides, her old man was a kind of shiftless cuss» 
one o' these men that raised sparrows in his beard, and 
so one Sunday morning, as I was polishin' up the buggy 
to go after Nance, who but dad should come out and 
growl'. 

"'Where ye goin* with that buggy?' 

"'None o* your dam' business,* I snaps back, hot as 
hell in a secunt, 'but just to toudi you up, I'll tell^ou. 
I'm goin* over to see Nance McRae.* 

"Well, sir, that set him off. 'Not with my horses/ 
says he, and, grabbin' the buggy by the thills, he sent it 
back into the shed. Then he turned on me: 

"'If you want to see that girl, you walk! I won't 
have you usin' my tired animals to cart such trash — ' 

" I stopped him right there. He was a big, raw-boned 
citizen, but I was a husky chunk of a lad myself and 
ready to fight. 

"'Don't you speak a word against Nance,' I sa}^, *for 
if you do I'll waller ye right here and now; and as for 
your horse and buggy, you may keep 'em till the cows 
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come home. Here's where I get ofiL VoaH never 



"Gee! I was hot! I went in^ packed t^ my gxip, and 
hit the first train for the West." 

" Jtist as thousands of other angry boys have done»" 
I said, realizing to the minutest detail this scene. '^They 
never think of goii^ East.'* 

' ' No, the West is the only {dace for a man in troable — 
at least, so it seems to me." 

"Where did you go? What did yoa do?** 

He nrased again as if recalling his stmggles. "I 
dropped oS in Kansas and got a fob on a farm and 
fussed around there for the fall and winter. Then I got 
the minin' fever and came to Victor. Of course, there 
wasn't anything for a grass-cutter like me to do in the 
hills but swing a pick. I didn't like underground wofk, 
and so I went on a ranch again. Well, I kept tr3nn' the 
minin' game off and on, proqpectin' here and there, and 
finally I got into this leasin' business, and two years ago 
I secured a lease on the ' Red Cent ' and struck it good 
and plenty- Oh, I don't intend to say it's any Portland — 
but it pays me and I've been staddn' tq> some few 
dollars down at the Commercial Bank, and feelin' easy." 

The man's essential sturdiness of character came out 
as he talked, and his face lost the heavy and rather 
savage look it had worn at fiirst. I had taken a seat be- 
side him by this time and my sincere interest in his 
affairs seemed to please him. He was eager to talk, as 
one who had been silent for a long time. 

I led him back to the point of most interest to me. 
"And so at last you relented and went home? I hope 
you found the old folks both alive? Did they know 
where you were?" 

"Yes. My sister saw my name in a paper — when I 
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made my stake — and wrote, and mother used to send 
word— used to mention dad occasionally." He laoghad 
silently. ''It sure is great fun, this goin' back to the 
home pasture with a fat wad in your pants pocket — 
Lord! I owned the whole town." 

"Tell me about it!" I pleaded. 

He was ready to comply. "Our house stood near the 
railway, about four miles this side of Jackson* and you 
bet I had my head out of the winder to see if it was all 
there. It was. It looked just the sanoe, only the old 
man had painted it yellow — and seemed Uke I could 
see mother settin' on the porch. I'd had it all planned 
to hire the best automobile in town and go up there in 
shape to heal sore eyes — ^but chaxiged my plan. 

"TU give 'em more of a shock if I walk out and pre- 
tend to be poor and kind o' meek,' I says to myself. 

"So I cached my valise at the station and I waUefed 
out there through the dust — it was June and a dry BpfSL 
and hot. Judas priest! I thought I'd sweat my wad 
into pulp before I got there — me just down from the 
high country! On the way I got to wonderin' about 
Nancy. *Is she alive, I wonder?' 

"Do 3^ou mean to say you left her without a word of 
good-by?" 

He looked down at his knee and scratched a patch of 
grease there. "That's what! I was so mame mad I 
cut loose of the whole outfit. Once or twice sis had 
mentioned Nance in a casual kind of way, but as I dkln't 
bite-^e had quit fishin', and so I was aU in the dark 
about her. She might 'ave been dead or married or 
ofuy, for all I knew. However, now that I was on my 
-yfflf biusk with nineteen thousand ddlars in the bttdc 
iffflA f* i^Dod show for more, I kind o' got to woiideEi&' 

idiat (dbe was sufferin' at." 

.. . . 
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''I hope she was married to a banker in town and the 
owner of an electric brougham. 'Twould have served 
you right." 

He smiled again and resumed his story. ''By the 
time I reached the old gate I was dusty as a stage- 
coach, and this old corduroy suit made me look as much 
like a tramp as anybody. As I came onto the old man 
he was waterin' a span o' horses at the welL Every- 
thing looked about the same, only a little older — he 
was pretty gray and some thinner — and I calls out kind 
o' meek-Uke: 

•* * Can I get a job here, mister?' 

"He looked me over a spell, then says, *No, for Fm 
purty well supplied with hands,' 

** * What you need is a boss,' I says, grinnin'. 

"Then he knew me, but he didn't do no fancy start — 
he just growled out kind o' surly: 

"'I'm competent to do all the bossin' on this place,* 
he says. 

" * You may think so,' I joshed him, 'but if I couldn't 
keep a place lookin' a little slicker 'n this, I'd sell out 
and give some better man a chance.' 

" Did that faze him? Not on your life. He checked 
tip both horses before he opened his mouth again. 

' ' ' You don't look none too slick yourself. HdW comes 
it you're trampin' this hot weather?' 

"I see what he was driving at and so I fed him the 
dope he wanted. 

" ' Well, I've had hard luck,' I says. 'I've been sick.' 

"'You don't look sick,' he snapped out, quick as a 
flash. 'You look tolerable husky. You 'pear like one 
o' these chaps that eat up all they earn — eat arid drink 
and gamble,' he went on, pilin' it up. 'I don't pity 
tramps a bit; they're all topers.' 
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"I took it meek as Moses. 

"'Well/ I says, 'I'm just out of the hospital, and 
whilst I may seem husky, I need a good quiet place and 
a nice easy job for a while. Moreover, I'm terrible 
himgry.' 

" * You go 'long up to the house,' he says, * and tell the 
girl in the kitchen to hand you out a plate of cold meat. 
I'll be along in a minute.' 

"And oflE he went to the bam, leavin' me shakin' with 
his jolt. He was game all right! He figured me out as 
the prodigal son, and wa'n't goin' to knuckle. He in- 
tended for me to do all the knee exercise. I drifted along 
up the path toward the kitchen. 

"Judas! but it did seem nice and familiar. It was all 
so green and flowery after camp. There ain't a tree or a 
patch of green grass left in Cripple; but there, in our old 
yard, were lylock-trees, and rose-bushes dimbin' the 
porch, and pinks and hollyhocks — ^and beehives, just as 
they used to set — and clover. Say, it nearly had me 
snifflin'. It sure did." 

The memory of it rather pinched his voice as he de- 
scribed it, but he went on. 

"Of course I couldn't live down there now — ^it's too 
low, after a man has breathed such air as this." 

He looked out at the big clouds soaring roimd Pike's 
Peak. 

"But the flowers and the grass they did kind o' get 
me. I edged round on the front side of the house, and, 
sure enough, there sat mother, just as she used to — ^in the 
same old chair. 

"Cap, I want to tell you, I didn't play no circus tricks 
on her. Her head had grown white as snow and she 
looked kind o' sad and feeble. I began to understand a 
little of the worry I'd been to her. I said good evening, 
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and she turned and looked at me. Then she opened her 
arms and called out my name." 

His voice choked unmistakably this time, and it was 
a minute or two before he resumed. 

"No jokes, no lies doin' there! I opened right up to 
her. I told her I'd done well, but that I didn't want 
father to know it just yet, and we sit there holdin' hands 
when the old man hove round the comer. 

"'Stephen,' says mother, kind o* solemn, 'here's our 
son Edward.' 

"Did the old man wilt, or climb the line fence and 
offer to shake hands? Nitsky! He just shoved one hip 
onto the edge of the porch and remarked: 

"'Does this dry spell reach as fur as where you've 
been?'" 

He broke into silent laughter again, and I joined him. 
This was all so deeply characteristic of the life I had 
known in my youth that I writhed with delight. I 
understood the duel of wits and wills. I could see it 
proceed as my companion chuckled. 

"Well, sir, we played that game all the evening. I 
told of all the bad leases I'd tackled — and how I'd been 
thrown from a horse and laid up for six months. I 
brought out every set-back and bruise I'd ever had — all to 
see if the old man would weaken and feel sorry for me." 

"Did he?" 

"Not for a minute! And sometimes, as I looked at 
him, I was sorry I'd come home; but when I was with 
mother I was glad. She 'phoned to sis, who lived in 
Jackson, and sis came on the lope, and we had a nice 
family party. Sis touched on Nancy McRae. 

"*You remember her?' she asked. 

" ' I seem to,' I says, kind of slow, as if I was 6ie6ffn* 
my mind to find something. 
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'"Well, she's on the fann, just the same as 
takin' care of the old man. Her mother's dead*' 

"I didn't push that matter any farther, but just 
planned to ride over the next morning and see how ahe 
looked. 

"All that evening sis and I deviled the old man. 
Mother had told sis about my nune— and so she'd briiig 
out every little while how uncertain the goldraeekin' 
business was and how if I'd stayed on the f^im I ooald 
'a' been well o£E— and she'd push me hard when I started 
in on one of my hard-luck stories. I had to own up that 
I had walked out to save moneyt and that I was tnv* 
din' on an excursion ticket 'cause it was dieiqp— -and 
so on. 

"The old man's mouth got straighter and atraigliter 
and his eyes colder — ^but I tdd mother not to say .any- 
thing till next day, and she didn't, althoue^ he toned 
and turned and grunted half the ni^t. He really tock 
it hard; but he finally agreed to haibor me and give 
me a chance — so mother tdd me next morning— -fdudi 
was Sunday. I had planned to get home Saturday 
night. 

"Next morning after breakfast— and. it oar a break* 
fast — ^I strolled out to the bam and, the carriage-ehed 
door being open, I pulled the old buggy out — ^"peared 
Uke it was the very same one, and I was a-dustin' the 
cushions and fussin' around when the old noan came tqp. 

"'What you doin' with that buggy?* he asks. 

"'I jest thought I'd ride over and see Nance McRae^' 
I lays, just as I did eleven 3rears before. 

"*I reckon you better thkik again,' he najB^ and rolls 
the twggy bade into the shed, just the way he did be- 
IbMk 'If you want to see Nance McRae yoct can walk»* 
lb 11998, and I could see he meant it. 
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All right/ I sB,ys, and out I stepped without so 
xnucti as saying good-by, intendin' to go for good this 
time. 

"I went across the road to Martin's and got a chance 
to 'phone into Jackson, and in about twenty noinutes I 
was whirlin' over the road in a red-cushioned automo- 
bile that ran smooth as oil, and inside of half an hour 
I was roUin' through McRae's gate. 

''Now, up to this time, I hadn't any notion of a pro- 
gram as to Nancy; I was all took up with gettin' ahead 
of dad. But when I found myself in front of <dd 
McRae, more down at the heel and raggeder in the seat 
than ever, I was a whole lot set back. What was I to say 
to him and to her? I didn't know. He was gappin' at 
me with the eyes of an owl, and so I opened up. 

***I see you have no lightnin'-rods?' I says. *In this 
day and age of the world you can't afiEord to go without 
lightnin'-rods.' 

"He wa'n't no fool, if he did wear rats in his hair, and 
he says: 

"'I thought you was a cream-separator man. Are 
lightnin'-rods comin' into style again?' 

**'My kind is,' I says. 

** ' Well, the trade must be lookin' up,' he says, walkin' 
round and round my machine and eyin' it. 'I'm 
thinkin' of havin' one of them wagons for haulin' milk 
to town. Won't you light out?' 

'''Don't care if I do,' I says, and out I rolled^ fedin' 
a little shaky. 

"I was mighty anxious to see Nance by this time, but 
felt shy of askin' about her. 

'"What is the latest kink in rods?* asked the old cuss. 

'"These kind I sell,' I sa3rs, 'are the kind that catch 
and store the electricity in a tank down cellar. Durin* 
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a thunder-storm you can save up enough to xodc the 
baby and run the chum for a week or two/ 

"'I want 'o know/ he says. 'Wdl, we 'ain't got a 
baby and no chum--4>ut md^be it would run a cteaa^ 
separator?' 

"'Sure it would.' 

''AU the time we was a-joshin' this way he wai 
a-studyin' me — and finally he said: 

'You can't fool me» Ed. How are ye?* 
And we shook hands. I always Ifloed the old cufll. 
He was'a great reader— alwaj^ talkin' about Napotoon 
— he'd been a great man if he'd ever got off the fam and 
into something that required just his kind o' faFain-work. 

'''Come in,' he sa3rs. 'Nance will want to see you.' 

"The minute he said that I had a queer fedin' at the 
pit o' my stummick — ^I did, sure tldng. 'It's a little 
early for a call/ I sa3rs, 'and I ain't in Sunday dotlM.' 

'"That don't matter/ he says; 'shell be 0Bd to iee 
you any time.' 

" You'd 'a' thought I'd been gone eleven weeks insteid 
of eleven years. 

"Nance wasn't a bit like her dad. She always looked 
shipshape, no matter what she was a-dosn'. She was 
in the Idtchen, busy as a gasoline-niotor, when we busted 
through the door. 

"'Nancel' the old man called out, 'here's Ed Hatch.* 

"She didn't do any fancy stunts. She just strais^ 
ened up and looked at me kind o' steady for a nuntcte, 
and then came over to shake hands. 

^'Tm glad to see you back, Ed/ she says." 

l!lie stress of this meeting was still over him, aa I 
podld see and hear, and I waited for him to go on* 
•■'.: *^Sie hadn't changed as much as mother. Sb» was 
older and sadder and kind o' subduedt and her hand ftlt 
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calloused, but I'd 'a' known her anywhere. She was 
dressed in a blue calico dress, but she was sure hand- 
scmie still, and I said to her: 

***You need a change of dimate/ I sajrs, *and a dif- 
ferent kind of boss, Colorado's where you ought to 
be,' I went on. 

**For half an hour I kept banterin' her like that, and 
though she got pink now and then, she didn't seem to 
understand — or if she did she didn't let on. She stuck 
to her work whilst the old man and me watched her. 
Seein' her going about that kitchen that way got me 
locoed. I always liked to watch mother in the kitchen 
— ^and Nance was a genuine housekeeper, I always knew 
that. 

** Finally I says: 

*"I hain't got any buggy, Nance — ^the old man 
wouldn't let me have one last Stmday — ^I mean eleven 
years ago — ^that's what threw me oflE the track — ^but I've 
got a forty-horse-power car out here. Suppose you put 
on yotir best apron and take a ride with me.' 

"She made some words as women will, but she got 
ready, and she did look handsomer than ever as she 
came out. She was excited, I could see that, but she 
was all there! No jugglin' or fussin'. 

'"Climb in the front seat, dad,' I says. 'It's me and 
Nance to the private box. Turn on the juice,' I says 
to the driver. 

"Well, sir, we burned up all the grease in the box 
lookin' up the old neighbors and the places we used to 
visit with horse and buggy — and every time I spoke to the 
old man I called him * Dad' — ^and finally we fetched up at 
the biggest hotel in the town and had dinner together. 

"Then I sa3rs: *Dad, you better lay down and snooze. 
Nance and me are goin' out for a walk.' 
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''The town had swelled up some, but one or two of 
the old stores was there, and as we walked past the win- 
dows I says: 'Remember the tune we stood hstt and 
wished we eould buy things?' 

''She kind o' laughed 'I don't believe I do/ 

'"Yes, you do/ I sa3rs. 'Well, we can look now to some 
account, for I've got nineteen thousand doUacs in the 
bank and a payin' lease on a mine.'" 

Up to this minute he had been fairly free to expiesB 
his real feelings — ^hypnotized by my absorbed gaseMtrnt 
now, like most Anglo-Saxons, he b^;an to shy. He b9- 
gan to tell of a fourteen-doUar suit of dotl^ (boog^ 
at this store) which turned green in the hot sun. 

"Oh, come now!" I insisted, "I want to know about 
Nancy. All this interests me deeply. Did she agree to 
come back with you?" 

He looked a Httle bit embarrassed* "I asked her to- 
right there in front of that window. I said, 'I want joa 
to let me buy you that white diess.' 

'"Judas priest! I can't let you do that/ she says. 

'"Why not?' I said. 'We're gotn' to be manied, 
anyhow.' 

'"Is that so?' she asked. 'I hadn't heard d it.* 

"Oh, she was no babe, I tell jrou. We went back to 
the hotel and woke up the old ntian, and I ordexed tq^ 
the best machine in the shop — a big seven-eeated, shiny 
one, half as long as a Pullman pailoi>car, with a top and 
brass housin's and extra tires strapped on, and a |daoe 
for a tnmk — ^an outfit that made me look like a street- 
fidQway magnate. It set me back a whole lot, bat I 
wanted to stagger dad— and I did. As we roQed tqp to the 
door he came out with eyes you could hang your hat (ML 
'■ •^♦What's all this?' he asked. 

••I hopped out. 
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'"Miss McRae/ I says, 'this is my father. Dad, this 
is Mister McRae. I think you've met before.'" 

He chuckled again, that silent interior laugh, and I 
was certainly grinning in S3^mpathy as he went on. 

" * Just help me with this trunk,' I says. 'The horses 
bein' tired, I just thought I'd have a dray to bring up 
my duds.' 

"Well, sir, I had him flat down. He couldn't raise a 
grunt. He stood like a post while I laid oflE my trunk; 
but mother and sis came out and were both very nice 
to;^Kance. Mother asked her to get out, and she did, 
and I took 'em all for a ride later — all but dad. Couldn't 
get him inside the machine. Nance stayed for supper, 
and just as we were goin' in dad said to me: 

"*How much does that red machine cost you an hour?* 

"'About two dollars.' 

"*I reckon you better send it back to the shop,' he 
says. 'You can take Nance home in my buggy.' 
It was his surrender; but I didn't turn a hair. 
I guess you're right,' I says. * It is a little expensive 
to spark in — ^and a little too public, too.' " 

The whistle of the engine announcing the station 
helped him out. 

" Here's Victor, and my mine is up there on the north- 
west side. You can just see the chimney. I've got 
another year on it, and I'm goin' to raise dirt to beat 
hell durin' all the time there is left, and then I'm goin' 
to Denver." 

"And Nance?" 

"Oh, she's comin' out next week," he said, as he rose 
to take down his valise. "I've bought a place at the 
Springs." 

'*Good luck to you both," said I, as he swtmg from the 
train. 
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THE FOREST RANGER 



— hardy son of tkf piorueri — repre* 
senting the finer social order of the 
future^ rides his lonely trails guard' 
ing with single-hearted devotion the 
splendid heritage of us all. 
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THE FOREST RANGER 



ONE April day some years ago, whea the nistHiig of 
^ cattle (a picttiresque name for stealing) was stlD 
going on in one of our central mountain states, Abe W^ 
song, a rancher on the Shellfish, meeting Hansoom, tiM 
forest ranger of that district, called out: 

"Say, mister, do you know that some fdler has takea 
a claim in our valley right bang up against your bbun-; 
dary line?" 

''Yes," replied Hanscom. 'TveaneyeoabmL HeV 
started a cabin already." 

"I didn't know that land was open or Td V took it 
myself. Who is the old chap, anyway?" 

"I don't know where he comes fromi, but his name is 
Katiffman — ^Pennsylvania Dutch, I reckon.*' 

"Watson will be hot when he runs agin' the fence that 
fdler's puttin' up." 

" WeU, the man's in there and on the way to a dear 
tiUe, so what are you going to do about it?" 

. "1 don't plan for to do anything, but Watson will sitfe 
be iOflre," repeated Kitsong. 

The ranger smiled and rode on. He was a natiye of 
the West, a plain-featured, deliberate jrounff fdlow of 
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thirty who sat his horse with the easy grace which marks 
the trailer, while Abe Kitsong, tall, gaunt, long-bearded, 
and sour-faced, was a Southerner, a cattleman of bad 
reputation with the alfalfa farmers farther down the 
valley. He was a notable survivor of the "good old 
days of the range," and openly resented the "punkin 
rollers" who were rapidly fencing all the lower meadows. 
Watson was his brother-in-law, and together they had 
controlled the upper waters of the Shellfish, making a 
last stand in the secluded valley. 

The claim in question lay in a lonely spot at the very 
head of a narrow canon, and included a lovely little 
meadow close clasped by a comer of the dark robe of 
forest which was Hanscom's especial care, and which 
he guarded with single-hearted devotion. The new 
cabin stood back from the trail, and so for several weeks 
its owner went about his work in tmdisturbed tranquillity. 
Occasionally he drove to town for supplies, but it soon 
appeared that he was not seeking acquaintance with his 
neighbors, and in one way or another he contrived to 
defend himself from visitors. 

He was a short man, gray-mustached and somber, but 
his supposed wife (who dressed in the rudest fashion 
and covered her head, face, and shoulders with an old- 
fashioned gingham sunbonnet) was reported by Watson, 
her nearest neighbor, to be much younger than her hus- 
band and comely. **I came on her the other day 
without that dinged btmnit," said he, **and she's not 
so bad-looking, but she's shy. Couldn't lay a hand on 
her." 

In spite of this report, for a month or two the men 
of the region, always alert on the subject of women, 
manifested but a moderate interest in the stranger. 
They hadn't much confidence in Watson's judgment, 
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anyhow, and besides, the woman carried herself so un- 
gracefully and dressed so plainly that even the saloon- 
door loafers cast contemptuous glances upon her as she 
hurried by the post-office on her way to the grocery. 
In fact, they put the laugh on Watson, and he would 
have been buying the drinks for them all had not the 
postmaster come to his rescue. 

** Ed*s right," said he. ** She's younger than she looks, 
and has a right nice voice." 

'*Is it true that her letters come addressed in two dif- 
ferent names?" queried one of the men. 

"No. Her letters come addressed 'Miss Helen 
McLaren.' What that means I can't say. But the old 
man spoke of her as his daughter." 

**I don't take much stock in that daughter's busi- 
ness," said one of the loafers. "There's a mouse in the 
meal somewhere." 

Thereafter this drab and silent female, by her very 
wish to be left alone, became each day a more absorbing 
topic of conversation. She was not what she seemed — 
this was the verdict. As for KauflEman, he was con- 
sidered a man who would bear watching, and when 
finally, being pressed to it, he voltmteered the informa- 
tion that he was in the hills for his daughter's healthy 
many sneered. 

"Came away between two days, I'll bet/* said Wat- 
son. "And as fer the woman, why should her mail 
come under another name from his ? Does that look like 
she was his daughter?" 

"She naay be a stepdaughter/' suggested the post- 
master. 

"More likely she's another man's wife," retorted 
Watson. 

During the early autumn KaufEman published the 
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fact that he had registered a brand, and from time to 
time those who happened to ride up the valley brought 
back a report that he owned a small but growing herd 
of cattle. Watson did not hesitate to say that he had 
never been able to find where the new-comer bought his 
stock — and in those days no man was quite free from 
the necessity of exhibiting a bill of sale. 

However, the people of the town paid small attention 
to this slur, for Watson himself was not entirely above 
suspicion. He was considered a dangerous character. 
Once or twice he had been forced, at the mouth of a 
rifle, to surrender calves that had, as he explained, "got 
mixed" with his herd. In truth, he was nearly always 
in controversy with some one. 

. "KaufEman don't look to me like an 'enterprising 

roper,' " Hanscom reported to his supervisor. "And as 

for his wife, or daughter, or whatever she is, I've never 

seen anything out of the way about her. She attends 

strictly to her own affairs. Pmthermore," he added* 

"Watson, as you know, is under 'wool-foot surveillance' 

right now by the Cattle Raisers* Syndicate, and I 

wouldn't take his word tmder oath." 

. The supervisor shared the ranger's view, and smiled 

at "the pot calling the kettie black." And so matters 

drifted yng till in one way or another the Kitsongs had 

; t ^nole upper valley against the hermits and Wat- 

1 ^ bis cups) repeatedly said: " That fellow has no 

in there. That's my grass. He stole it from 

1138 resentment grew with repetition of his fancied 

ice, and at last he made threats. "He's an out- 

uiat's what he is — and as for that woman, wdl, 

AS g^ up there some fine day and snatch the bunnil 

id see what she really looks like!" 
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"Better go slow/' urged one of his fricDds. "That 
chap looks to me like one of the old guard, flir may 
have something to say about jrour doings with his 
daughter." 

Watson only grinned. "He ain't in no podtion to 
object if she don't— and I guess I can manage her/' 
he ended with drunken swagger. 

Occasionally Hanscom met the woman on the trail 
or in the town, and always spoke in friendly greeting. 
The first time he spoke she lifted her head like a scared 
animal, but after that she responded with alow, "Howdy, 
sir?" and her voice (coming from the shadow of her viffij 
headgear) was unexpectedly dear and sweet. Altbous^ 
he was never able to see her face, something in her bett> 
ing and especially in her accent pleased and stirred him. 

Without any special basis for it, he felt sorry for her 
and resolved to help her, and when one day he met her 
on the street and asked, in friendly fashion, "How are 
you to-day?" she looked up at him and replied, "Very 
well, thank you, sir," and he caught a s^inq)Be ot a 
lovdy chin and a sad and sensitive mouth. 

"She's had more than her share o£ trouble^ ibBt i^ 
has," he thought as he passed on. 

Thereafter a growing desire to see her eyes» to hear 
her voice, troubled him. 

KaufiEman stopped him on the road next day and said: 
"I am Bavarian, and in my country we respect the laws 
of the forest. I honor your office, and shall regard all 
your rq;ulations . I have a few cattle which will natural- 
l|y graase in the forest. I wish to take out a permit for 
vD0m* 

lb this Hanscom cordially replied: "Sore thing. 
Tluit*s what I'm here for. And if you want any timber 
jor your corrals just let me know and IH fix yoaontf'* 
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KaufiEman thanked him and rode on. 

As the weeks passed Hanscom became more and more 
conscious of the strange woman's presence in the valley. 
He gave, in truth, a great deal of thought to her, and 
twice ddiberately rode around that way in the hope of 
catching sight of her. He could not rid himsdf of a 
feeling of pity. The vision of her deKcatdy modeled 
chin and the sorrowful droop in the hne of her lips never 
left him. He wished— and the desire was more than curi- 
osity — ^to meet her eyes, to get the full view of her iajce. 

Gradually she came to the exchange of a few words 
with him, and always he felt her dark eyes glowing in 
the shadow of her head-dress, and they seemed quite as 
sad as her lips. She no longer appeared afraid of him» 
and yet she did not express a willingness for closer con- 
tact. That she was very lonely he was sure, for she had 
few acquaintances in the town and no visitors at all. 
No one had ever been able to penetrate to the interior 
of the cabin in which she secluded herself, but it was 
reported that she spent her time in the garden and that 
she had many strange flowers and plants growing there. 
But of this Hanscom had only the most diffused hearsay. 

Watson's thought concerning the lonely woman was 
not merely dishonoring — it was ruthless; and when he 
met her, as he occasionally did, he called to her in a 
voice which contained something at once savage and 
familiar. But he could never arrest her hturying step. 
Once when he planted himself directly in her way she 
bent her head and slipped around him, like a partridge, 
feeling in him the enmity that knows no pity and no 
remorse. 

His baseness was well known to the town, for he was 
one of those whose tongues reveal their degradation as 
soon as they are intoxicated. He boasted of his exploits 
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in the city and of the women he had brought to hi» 
ranch, and these revelations znade him the hero o£ aoer^ 
tain type of loafer. His cabin was recognized as a center 
of disorder and was generally avoided by decent peofde. 

As he felt his dominion slippmg away, as he saw the 
big farmers come in down below him axid recognized the 
rule of the Federal government above faim» he groir 
reckless in his roping and branding. He had not been 
convicted of dishonesty, but it was pretty certain tfaat^ 
he was a rustler; in fact, the whole Shdlfiah oommtmity 
was under suspicion. As the ranger visited these eafaina 
and came upon five or six big, hulking, sullen men,. be 
was glad that he had little business with them. Tbegr 
were in a chronic state of discontent with the world and, 
especially with the Forest Service. 

With the almost mania^ persistency o£ the droidc- 
ard, Watson now fixed bis mind upon the mysterioM 
woman at the head of the valley. He talked of so oa». 
else, and his vile words came to Hanscom's eex& Waiu 
son's cronies considered his failure to secure even a word 
with the woman a great joke and reported that he had 
found the door locked when he finally followed her home. 

Hanscom, indignant yet hel^dess to interfere, heard 
with pleasure that the old man had threatened Watson 
with bodily harm if he came to his door again, that 
with all his efirontery Watson had not yet been able 
to set his foot across the threshold, and that he had 
gone to Denver on business. ''Hell focget that poor 
woman, naaybe," he said. 

Thereafter he thought of her as freed horn pevpeeo- 
tion, although he knew that others of the vattey heid 
her in view as legitimate quarry. 

His was a fine, serious, though uncultivated sataie. 
A genuine lover of the wilderness, he had itt^difd that 
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time of life when love is cleansed of its devastating sd- 
fishness, and his feeling for the lonely woman of the 
Shellfish held something akin to great poetry. 

His own solitary, vigorous employment, Us constant 
warfare with wind and cloud, had made him a little of 
the seer and something of the poet. Woman to him 
was not merely the female of his species; she was a 
marvelous being, created for the spiritual as well as for 
the material need of man. 

In this spirit he had lived, and, being but a plain, 
rather shy farmer and prospector, he had come to his 
thirtieth year with very little love history to his credit 
or discredit. He was, therefore, peculiarly susceptible 
to that sweet disease of the imagination which is able 
to transform the rudest woman into beauty. In this 
case the very slightness of the material on which his 
mind dwelt set the wings of his fancy free. He brooded 
and dreamed as he rode his trail as well as when he sat 
beside his rude fireplace at night, listening to the wind 
in the high firs. In all his thought he was honorable. 



II 

One day in early autumn, as he was returning to his 
station, Hanscom met Abe Kltsong just below Watson's 
cabin, riding furiously down the hill. Drawing his horse 
to a stand, the rancher called out: 

"Just the man I need!" 

"What's the trouble?" 

"Ed Watson's killed!" 

Hanscom stared incredulously. "No! Where — 
when?" 

"Last night. I reckon. You see, Ed had promised to 
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ride down to my place this monmig and help me to raise 
a shed, and when he didn't come I got oneasy and went 
up to see what kept him, and the first thing I saw vAen 
I opened the door was him layin' on the floor, shot 
through and through." Here his voice grew savage. 
''And by that KaufEman womanf 

"Hold on, Abe!" called the ranger, sharply. *'Go 
slow on that talk. What makes you think that womaii 
—any woman — did it?" 

"Well, it jest happened that Ed had spilled some 
flour along the porch, and in prodding around the window 
that woman jest naturally walked over it. You can 
see the print of her shoes where she stopped under the 
window. You've got to go right up there — you're a gqv^ 
er'ment officer — and stand guard over the body while I 
ride down the valley and get the coroner and the sheriff." 

"All right. Consider it done," said Hanscom, and 
Kitsong continued his frenzied pace down the vallqr* 

The ranger, his blood quickening in qxite of ^^nwtSf^ 
spurred his horse into a gallop and was soon in agbt o£ 
tiie Shellfish Ranch, where Watson had lived for several 
years in vmkempt, unsavory bachdorhood, for the rea- 
son that his wife had long since quit htm, and only the 
roughest cowboys would tolerate the disorder of his 
bed and board. Privately, Hanscom was not mudi sur- 
prised at the rustler's death (although the manner^ o£ 
it seemed unnecessarily savage), for he was quandsodid 
and vindictive. / 

The valley had not yet emerged from the violent 
era, and every man in the hills went armed. Thecaflooa 
iQimd about were still safe harbors for "lonesome men," 
And the herders of opposition sheep and cattle outfits 
fWe in bitter competition for free grass. Wataon had 
Jiiny enemies, and yet it was hard to think that siqr 
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one of them would shoot him at mght through an open 
window, for such a deed was contrary to all the estab- 
lished rules of the border. 

Upon drawing rein at the porch the ranger first 
examined the footsteps in the flour and under the win- 
dow, and was forced to acknowledge that all signs 
pointed to a woman assailant. The marks indicated 
small, pointed, high-heeled shoes, and it was plain that 
the prowler had spent some time peering in through the 
glass. 

For fear that the wind might spring up and destroy 
the evidence, Hanscom measured the prints carefully, 
putting down the precise size and shape in his note- 
book. He studied the position of the dead man, who 
lay as he had fallen from his chair, and made note of 
the fact that a half -emptied bottle of liquor stood on 
the table. The condition of the room, though disgusting, 
was not very different from its customary disorder. 

Oppressed by the horror of the scene, the ranger with- 
drew a little way, lit his pipe, and sat down to meditate 
on the crime. 

**I can't believe a woman did it," he said. And yet 
he realized that tmder certain conditions women can 
be more savage than men. "If Watson had been shot 
on a woman's premises it wouldn't seem so much like 
slaughter. But to kill a man at night in his own cabin 
is tolerably fierce." 

That the sad, lonely woman in the ranch above had 
anything to do with this he would not for a moment 
entertain. 

He turned away from the problem at last and dozed 
in the sunshine, calculating with detailed knowledge of 
the trail and its diflSculties just how long it would take 
Kitsong to reach the coroner and start back up the hill. 
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It was nearly four o'clock when he heard the feet of 
horses on the bridge below the ranch, and a few minutes 
later Kitsong came into view, heading a motley pro- 
cession of horsemen and vehicles. It was evident that 
he had notified all his neighbors along the road, for they 
came riding in as if to a feast, their eyes alight with joy- 
ous interest. 

The coroner, a young doctor named Cannody, took 
charge of the case with brisk, important pomp, seconded 
by Sheriff Throop, a heavy man with wrinkled, care- 
worn brow, who seemed burdened with a sense of per- 
sonal responsibility for Watson's death. He was all for 
riding up and instanUy apprehending the Kauffmans, 
but the coroner insisted on looking the ground over first. 

"You study the case from the outside," said he, 
'*and I'll size it up from the inside." 

As the dead man had neither wife nor children to weep 
for him, Mrs. ICitsong, his sister, a tall, gaunt woman, 
assumed the r61e of chief mourner, while Abe went 
round uttering threats about ** stringing the KaufiEmans 
up," till the sheriff, a good man and faithftd officer, 
jealous of his authority, interfered. 

"None of that lynching talk! There'll be no rope 
work in this cotmty while I am sheriff," he said, with 
noticeable decision. 

In a few moments Carmody, having finished his 
examination of the body, said to the sheriff: "Go after 
this man Kauffman and his daughter. It seems they've 
had some trouble with Watson and I want to interro- 
gate them. Search the cabin for weapons and bring all 
the woman's shoes," he added. And while the sheriff 
rode away up the trail on his sinister errand, Hanscom 
with sinldng heart remained to testify at the inquest. 

A coroner in the mountains seven thousand feet above 
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the sea-level and twenty miles from a court-house must 
be excused for slight informalities in procedure, and 
Carmody confidentially said to the ranger: 

''I don't expect for a minute the sheriff will find the 
Kauffmans. If they did for Watson, they undoubtedly 
pulled out hotfoot. But we've got to make a bluff at 
getting *em, anyway." 

To this the ranger naade no reply, but a sense of loss 
filled his heart. 

As soon as the jury was selected the condition of the 
body was noted, and Abe Kitsong, as witness, was in 
the midst of his testimony (and the shadows of the great 
peaks behind the cabin had brought the evening chUl 
into the air) when the sheriff reappeared, escorting a 
mountain wagon in which Kauffman and his daughter 
were seated. 

Hanscom stared in mingled surprise and dismay — 
surprise that they had not fled and dismay at the girl's 
predicament — and muttered: "Now what do you think 
of that! It takes an Eastern tenderfoot to kill a man 
and then go quietly home and wait for results." 

Kau&nan glared about him defiantly, but the face of 
the girl remained hidden in her bonnet; only her bowed 
head indicated the despair into which she had fallen. 

With a deep sense of pity and regret, Hanscom went 
to meet her. " Don't be scared," he said. ** I'll see that 
you have a square deal." 

She peered down into his face as he spoke, but made 
no reply, and he conceived of her as one burdened with 
grief and shame and ready for any fate. 

The sheriff, his face showing an agony of perplexity, 
turned over to the coroner all the weapons and other 
"plunder" he had brought from the house, and queru- 
lously aimounced that he couldn't find a shotgun any- 
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where around, and only one small rifle. ''And there 
wasn't a pointed shoe on the place," he added, forcibly. 

"That proves nothing," in^sted Abe. "They*ve had 
time to hide 'em or bum 'em." 

''Well, bring them both over here and let's get to 
business," said the coroner. "It's getting late.** 

As Hanscom assisted the accused womaa from tbe 
wagon he detected youth and vigor in her ana. "Don't 
be afraid," he repeated. " I will see that you ai^ treated 
right." 

Her hand dung to his for an instant as she consideted 
the throng of hostile spectators, for she apprehended 
their hatred quite as clearly as she perceived the chival- 
rous care of the ranger, and she kept dose to his side as 
he led the way to the cabin. 

KaufEman was at once taken indoors, but the young 
woman, under guard of a deputy, was given a seat on 
the comer of the porch just out of hearing of the coconer^s 
voice. 

Carmody, who carried all the authority, if not all tbe 
forms, of a court into his interrogation, sharply ques- 
tioned the old man, who said that his name was Prederide 
KaufEman and that he was a teacher of music 

"I was bom near Munich," he added, "but I have 
lived in this country forty years, mostiy in Qndnnati. 
This yoimg lady is my stepdaughter. It is for her 
health that I came here. She has been very iU." 

Carmody nodded to the sheriff, and Throqp with a 
deep sigh and most dramatic gesture fifted the shtood 
wbkh concealed the dead man. " Approadi the bod^,** 
oommanded the coroner, and the jurors watdied evefy 
ffiotioii with wide, exdted eyes, as though expect in g 2a* 
TOlimtary signs of guilt; but Kauffman cahnfy ffmbU 
u^iba the still face beneath him. 
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" Do you recognize this body?" demanded the coroner. 

"I do," said Kaufiman. 

"When did you see him last?** 

"Oh, two or three days ago,** answered KauflEman. 

"You may be seated," said the coroner. 

Under close interrogation the old man admitted that 
he had had some trouble with Watson. " Once I 
forced him to leave my premises,** he said. "He was 
drunk and insulting.*' 

"Did you employ a weapon?" 

"Only this ** — here he lifted a sturdy fist — "but it 
was sufficient. I have not forgotten my gynMiastic 
training.'* 

Prompted by Kitsong, who had asstuned something 
of the attitude of a prosecuting attorney, the coroner 
asked, "Has yotu* daughter ever been in an asylum?** 

Although this question plainly disttu"bed him, KauS- 
man replied, after a moment's hesitation, "No, sir.*' 

"Where were you last night?** 

"At home." 

"Was yotu" daughter there?" 

"Yes." 
All the evening?** 
Yes, sir." 

"Are you sure she did not leave the house?" 

"Perfectly sure." 

The coroner took up a small rifle which the sherifiE 
had leaned against the wall. "Is this your rifle?" 

The old man examined it. " I think so — ^yes, sir." 

"Have you another?" 

"No, sir." 

"That is all for the present, Mr. Katiffman. SheriflE, 
ask Miss Kauffman to come in." 

As the woman (without the disfiguring head-dress 
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wiadi she habitually wor^ stepped to the center o£ Hblb 
loom a murmur of surprise arose from the jury and the 
few spectators who were permitted to squat along the 
walls. She not only app^ured young; she was comely. 
Her face, though darkly tanned, was a t tracti v e, and her 
hair, combed rigidly away from her brow, wad abimdant 
and glossy. The Ihie <^ her lips was firm yet sweet, and 
her long, straight nose denoted the exceDenoe c£ her 
strain. Even her hands, reddened and callonsed by 
labor, were well kept and shapely. But it was tfarous^ 
her bearing that she appealed most stron^^y to the ranger 
and the coroner. She was very far from being htnnhle. 
On the contrary, the glance which she directed toward 
Carmody was remote and haughty. She did not appeu 
to notice the still, sheeted shape in the comer. 

In answer to a query she informed the jury that her 
name was Helen McLaren; that she was a native of 
Kentucky and twenty-six years of age. "I canoe to tbe 
mountains for my health," she said, curtly. 

You mean your mental health?" queri^ the oarbotf. 
Yes. I wanted to get away from the city for a 
while. I needed rest and a change." 

The coroner, deeply impressed with her dignity and 
grace, leaned back in bis chair and said: ''Now before 
I ask the next question. Miss McLaren, I want to tdl 
you that what you say in answer may be used against 
jrou in court, and according to law you need not io- 
criminate yourself. You understand that, do jroa?** 

"Yes, sir. I think I do." 

'Very well. Now one thing more. It is usual in 
of this kind to have some one to represent yoitt 
and if you wish Mr. Hanscom, the forest xangef » will 
act for you." 

. The s^ce she turned on Hanscom oonfiised hiiA, bat 
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he said: ''I'm no lawyer, but I'll do my best to see that 
you are treated fairly." 

She thanked him with a trustful word, and the coroner 
began. 

"You have had a great sorrow recently, I believe?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"A very bitter bereavement?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Have you any near relatives living?" 

"Yes, sir. A sister and several aunts and uncles." 

"Do they know where you are?" 

"No, sir — at least, not precisely. They know I am 
in the mountains." 

"Will you give me the names and addresses of these 
relatives?" 

"I would rather not, if you please. I do not care to 
involve them in any troubles of mine." 

"Well, I won't insist on that at this point. But I 
would like to understand whether, if I reqtiire it, you will 
furnish this information?" 

"Certainly. Only I would rather not disturb them 
unnecessarily." 

Her manner not only profoundly affected the coroner; 
it soon softened the prejudices of the jury, although four 
of them were immediate friends and neighbors of Kit- 
song. They all were manifestly astonished at the can- 
dor of her replies. 

The coroner himself rose and solemnly disclosed the 
corpse. "Do you recognize this man?" he asked. 

She paled and shrank from the face, which was brutal 
even in death, but answered, quietly, "I do." 

" Did you know him when alive?" 

"I did not." 

This answer surprised both the coroner and his jury. 
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''Your stepfather testified that he came to your 
home." 

"So he did. But I refused to see Um. My step- 
father met him outside the door. I never spdce to him 
in my life." 

"You may be seated again/' said Carmody, and after 
a slight pause proceeded: "Why did you dislike the 
deceased? Was he disrespectful to you?'* 

"He was." 

"In what way?" 

She hesitated and flushed. "He wrote to me.'' 

"More than once?" 

"Yes, several times." 
Have you those letters?* 
No; I destroyed them." 

"Could you give me an idea c£ those letters?' 

Hanscom interposed: " She can't do that, Mr. Coftxier. 
It is evident that they were vile." 

The coroner passed this point. "You say ha called 
at your house — ^how many times?" 

"Two or three, I think." 

"Was your father at home each time?" 

"Once I was alone." 

"Did you meet Watson then?" 

"No. I saw him coming in the gate and I went in« ^ 
side and locked the door." 

"What happened then?" 

"He beat on the door, and when I foiled to reply he 
went away." 

^•Was he drunk?" 

*'He might have been. He seemed more like aa ia- 
man to me." 

Kitsong broke in, "I don't believe all this—" 

"When was that?" 
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''Night before last, at about this time or a little 
earlier." 

"Was he on foot?" 

"No; he came on horseback." 

"Did he ride away on horseback?" 

"Yes, though he could scarcely mount. I was sur- 
prised to see how well he was able to manage his horse." 

"Did you tell your father of this?" 

"No." 

"Why not?" 

She hesitated. "He would have been very — ^very 
much disturbed." 

"You mean he would have been angry?" 

"Yes." 

The coroner suddenly turned the current of his in- 
quiry. "Do you always wear shoes such as you now 
have on?" 

Every eye in the room was directed toward her feet, 
which were shod in broad-toed, low-heeled shoes. 

She was visibly embarrassed, but she answered, com- 
posedly: "I do — ^yes, sir. In fact, I go barefoot a great 
deal while working in the garden. The doctor ordered 
it, and, besides, the ordinary high-heeled shoes seem 
fooHsh up here in the mountains." 

"Will you be kind enough to remove your shoe? I 
wotdd like to take some meastu-ements from it." 

She flushed slightly, but bent quickly, untied the 
laces, and removed her right shoe. 

The coroner took it. "Please remain where you are, 
Miss McLaren." Then to the jury, who appreciated 
fully the importance of the moment, "We will now 
compare this shoe with the footprints." 

"Don't be disttirbed, miss," whispered the ranger. 
"I know the size and shape of those footprints." 
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The sheriff cleared the way to the porch, where tlie 
little patch of flour had been preserved by ropes stretdbed 
from post to post, and the outside crowd, pressing doser, 
watched breathle^y while the jury bent together and 
compared the shoes and the marks. 

It required but a few moments' examtimtton to detOf- 
onstrate that the soles of the accused woman's shOM 
were larger and broader and entirely different in eveiy 
way. 

"She may have worn another shoe," Kitsong put in. 

"Of course! We'll find that out," retorted the 
coroner. 

As they returned to the room Hanscom said to the 
witness: "Now be very careful what you reply. / T$lk^ 
plenty of time before you answer. If you are in doubts 
say nothing." 

In the sympathy of his glance her hau^^xty pose w$h 
laxed and her eyes sctftened. "You are very Idnd,'' 
she said. 

" I don't know a thing about law/' he added, apolo- 
getically, "but I may be able to hdp you." • 

The coroner now told the jury that Mr. Hanacom, m 
representing the witness at the hearing, would be allowed 
to ask any questions he pleased before the end of the 
hearing. 

"But I must insist upon taking measurements of yoor 
bare feet. Miss McLaren." 

The jury grinned and the girl flushed with anger, bat 
at a wcnxl from the ranger yielded and drew off hor stodb- 
ing. 

l^mscom, while assisting the coroner in measuremeoii^ 
eaid, "I'm sorry, miss, but it is necessary." • ' 

T^ examination proved that her bare foot was nefip* 
ly two sizes wider and at least one>^8i2e lodger tfaaii' ilie 

A7Z 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

footprints in tlie floor. Fartfaezimey it iioodiMl but ft 
trance for the jury, as wdl as the doctor, to prove that 
she had been going bardEoot, as she claimed, for masof 
weeks. Her foot was brown and faer toes showed nolb- 
ingof the dose eoofinement of apcinted shoe. 

Carxnodyt l e turmi ig to his seat, coofened with the 
jury, dpfiignating the d iffe rence between the tdltale 
marks on the porch and the feet of the witness* and 
Hanscom argued that the woman who made the tdt 
tale tracks must have been smalL 

'"Miss McLaren could not possiU^ wear the shoe that 
left thoGe marks in the flour," he said. 

"We are on the wrong trail, I guess," one of the jury 
frankly stated. '"I don't bdieve that giil was ever on 
the place. If she or the old man had been guilty, they 
wouldn't have been hanging around home this morn- 
ing. They'd have dusted out last night." 

And to this one other agreed. Four remained alenL 

The ranger seized on these admissions. ''There is 
nothing, absolutely nothing, to connect the tracks in 
the flour with the person who did the shooting. It may 
have been done by another visitor at another time." 

"Well," decided the coroner, "it's getting dark and 
not much chance for hotel accommodations up here, so 
I guess we'd better adjourn this hearing." He turned 
to Helen. "That's all. Miss McLaren." 

As Hanscom handed back her shoe he said: "I hope 
you won't worry another minute about this busi- 
ness, miss. The jury is certain to report for 'persons 
unknown.'" 

"I'm very grateful for your kindness," she answered, 
feelingly. "I felt so utterly helpless when I came into 
the room." 

"You've won even the jury's sympathy," he said 
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Nevertheless, as she left the room, he followed doaely^ 
for the Kitsongs, who had been denied adxmttanoe» weare 
openly voicing their dissatisfaction with the corosier's 
verdict. ''She ought to be held, and the old man ought 
to be held," they insisted. 

"One or the other of them shot Wataon,*' dedaxed 
Abe to Carmody. ''No matter if the girl's foot doesn't 
just exactly fit the tracks. She could jam her foot inta 
a narrow shoe if she tried, couldn't she? If you let that 
girl pull the wool over your eyes like that you ain't fit 
to be coroner." 

Carmody's answer was to the point. ''The thing for 
your crowd to do is to quit chewing the rag and get 
this body down the valley and decently buried. I caa't 
stand around here all night listening to amateur attOTr 
neys for the prosecution." 

"Vamose!" called the sheriff, and in ten minutes the 
crowd was clattering down the trail in haste to reach 
food and shelter, leaving the Kau£Emans to take tbeir 
homeward way alone. 

Hanscom helped the girl into the wagon and rode 
away up the valley close behind her, his mind filled with 
the singular story which she had so briefly jret powerfully 
suggested. That she was a lady masquerading in rough 
clothing was evident even before she spdce, and tibe 
incture she made, sitting in the n£dst of that throng of 
rough men and slatternly women, had profoundly stiired 
his imagination. He longed to know more cC her fais- 
feory^ and it was the hope of still further serving her 
wUc^led him to ride up alcmgside the cart and say: 
: ^'Here's where my trail forks, but I shall be vetyi^ad 
tpfoup and camp down at 3rour gate if you feel at;a& 
nervous about staying alone." 
--.■ JTanffman, who had regained bis oo mp os m i^ Jte" 
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swered, "We have no fear, but we are deeply gratefol 
for your offer." 

The ranger dismounted and approached the wagon, 
as if to bring himself within reach, and the girl, looking 
down at him from her seat with penetrating glance, said: 

" Yes, we are greatly indebted to you." 

"If I can be of any further help at any time," the 
young forester said, a little hesitatingly, ** I hope you will 
let me know." His voice so sincere, his manner so un- 
assuming, softened her strained mood. 

"You are very kind," she answered, with gentle dig- 
nity. "But the worst of this trial is over for us. I 
cannot conceive that any one will trouble us further. 
But it is good to know that we have in you a friend. 
The valley has alwajrs resented us." 

He was not yet satisfied. "I wish you'd let me drop 
around to-morrow or next day and see how you all are. 
It would make me feel a whole lot better." 

The glance which she gave him puzzled and, at the 
moment, daunted him. She seemed to search his soul, 
as if in fear of finding something unworthy there. At 
last she gave him her strong, brown hand. 

"Come when you can. We shall alwajrs be glad to 
see you." 



Ill 

Hanscom rode away up the trail in a singularly exalted 
mood. The girl with whom he had been so suddenly 
related in a coroner's inquest filled his tmad to the ex- 
clusion of all else. He saw nothing, heard nothing of 
the forest. Helen's sadness, her composure, her aloof- 
ness, engaged his imagination. 

"She's been sick and she's been in trouble," he de- 
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dded. "She's oat here to get away from somebody 



Over and over again he recounted her words, lingering 
especially upon the sweetness of her voice and the search- 
ing quality of that last look she had given him. He un- 
saddled his horse mechanically, and went about his cabin 
duties with listless deftness. 

Lonely, cut o2 from even the most formal intercourse 
with marriageable maidens, he was naturally extremely 
susceptible to the charm of this cultivated woman. The 
memory of her handsome foot, the clasp of her strong 
fingers, the lines of her lovely neck — all conspired to dull 
his appetite for food and keep him smoking and musing 
far into the night, and these visions were with him as 
he arose the next morning to resmne his daily duties in 
the ftwest. They did not interrupt his work; they 
lightened it. 

As the hours went by, the desire to see her grew more 
and more intense, and at last, a couple of days later 
iriiile riding the trail not far above the Kauffman ranch, 
he decided that it was a part of his day's work to ' ' scout 
round" that way and inquire how they were all getting 
on. He was strengthened in this determination by the 
reports which came to him from the ranchers he met. ' 
No other clue had developed, and the Kitsongs, highly 
incensed at the action of ttie jury, not only insisted that 
the girl was the murderess, but that the doctor was 
shielding her for reasons of his own — and several went 
so far as to declare their intention to see that the Kauff- 
mans got their just punishment. 

It is true, the jury admitted that they were divided 

in their opinion, but that the coroner's attitude brought 

about a change of sentiment. The fact that the woman 

didn't wear and couldn't wear so small a shoe was at 
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heartiness. "I was ridiog one of my lower traEb to* 
day, so I just thought I'd drop down and see how yod 
were all coming on." 

''We are quite well, thank you. Daddy's away just 
this minute. One of our cows hid her calf in the UIl8» 
and he's trying to find it. Won't you put your hocae 
in the corral?" 

"No; he's all right. He's a good deal Eke me-^-ivdrioi 
better on a small ration. A standing siesta will just 
about do him." 

A gleam of humor shone in her eyes. ^'Neither of 
you 'pear to be suffering from lade of food. But oooie 
in, please, and have a seat." 

He followed her into the cabin, keenly aUve to ibo 
changes in her dress as well as in her manner. She wore 
her hair plainly parted, as at the hearing, butitlayxDudl 
lower about her brow and rippled charmingly. She stood 
perfectly erect, also, and moved with a fine stride, and 
the lines of her shoulders, even under a rough gmy 
shirtwaist, were strong and graceful. Though not d^led 
in analyzing a woman's "outfit," the rang^ divined 
that she wore no corset, for the fiex of her powerful waist 
was like that of a young man. 

Her speech was noticeably Southern in accent, as if 
it were a part of her masquerade, but she brought him 
a chair and confronted him without confusion. In this 
calm dignity he read something entirely fiattering to 
himself. 

"Evidently she considers me a friend as wdl as ail 
officer," he reasoned. 

*'I hope you are a little hungry," she said. "I'd like 
to have you break bread in our house. You were mi|^bty 
land to us the other day." 

'^Oh, I'm hungry," he adtnitted, meeting her hod- 
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pitaKty half-way. "Seems like I'm always hungry. 
You see, I cook my own grub, and my bill of fare isn't 
what you'd call extensive, and, besides, a man's cook- 
ing never relishes the way a woman's does, anyhow." 

"I'll see what I can find for you," she said, and hur- 
ried out. 

While waiting he studied the room in which he sat 
with keenest interest. It was rather larger than the 
usual living-room in a mountain home, but it had not 
much else to distinguish it. The furniture was of the 
kind to be purchased in the near-by town, and the walls 
were roughly ceiled with cypress boards; but a few 
magazines, some books on a rude shelf, a fiddle-box 
under the table, and a guitar hanging on a naU gave 
evidence of refinement and taste and spoke to him of 
pleasures which he had only known afar. The guitar 
especially engaged his attention. "I wonder if she 
sings?" he asked himself. 

Musing thus in silence, he heard her moving about 
the kitchen with rapid tread, and when she came in» 
a few minutes later, bearing a tray, he thought her 
beautiful — so changed was her expression. 

**I didn't wait for the coffee," she smilingly explained. 
"You said you were hungry and so I have brought in 
a little 'snack.' The coffee will be ready soon." 

"Snack!" he exclaimed. "Lady! This is a feast!" 
And as she put the tray down beside him he added: 
"This puts me right back in Aunt Mary's house at 
Qrde Bend, Nebraska. I don't rightly fed fit to sit op- 
posite a spread like that." 

She seemed genuinely amused by his extravagance- 
"It's nothing but a little cold chicken and some light 
bread. I made the bread yesterday; and the rasp- 
berry jam is mine also." 
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"It's angels' food to me/' he retorted, as he eyed 
the dainty napkins and the silver spoons and forks. 
"You don't know what this means to a man who fives 
on rice and pnmes and kittle bread. I have a guilty 
feeling; I do, indeed. Seems like I'm getting all thte 
thanksgiving treat under false pretenses. Perhaps you 
think I'm an English nobleman in disguise. But I'm 
not — ^I'm just a plain dub of a forest ranger, ninety dol- 
lars a month and board myself." 

She laughed at his disclaimer, and jret under her 
momentary lightness he still perceived something o£ 
the strong current of bitter sadness which had so pro- 
foundly moved him at the inquest and which still re- 
mained unexplained; therefore he hesitated about re* 
ferring to the Watson case. 

As he ate, she stood to serve him, but not with the 
air of a serving-maid; on the contrary, though her &oe 
was bronzed by the winds, and her hands calloused by 
spade and hoe, there was little of the rustic in her action. 
Her blouse, cut sailor fashion at the throat, displayed a 
lovely neck (also burned by the sun), and she carried 
hersdf with the grace of an athlete. Her trust and ooiii- 
fidence in her visitor became more evident each moment. 

"No," she said in answer to his question. "We 
hardly ever have visitors. Now and then some cowboy 
rides past, but you are almost the only caller we have 
ever had. The settlers in the valley do not attract 
me." 

*'I should think you'd get lonesome." 

She looked away, and a sterner, older expressioa came 
iasto her face. "I do, sometimes," she admitt;ed; then 
idle bravely faced him. "But my health is so much better 
-i-^t was quite broken when I came — ^that I have every 
WBaoQ to be thankftil. After all, health is ha|)pm88. I 
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ought to be perfectly content, and I am when I think 
how miserable I once was." 

"Health is dieap with me," he smilingly replied. 
*'But I get so lonesome sometimes that I pretty near 
quit and go out. Do you intend to stay here all 
winter?" 

"We expect to." 

He thought it well to warn her. "The snow falls 
deep in this valley — ^terribly deep." 

She showed some uneasiness. "I know it, but I'm 
going to learn to snow-shoe." 

"I wish you'd let me come over and teach 3rou." 

"Can you snow-shoe? I thought rangers always rode 
horseback." 

He smiled. "You've been reading the opposition 
press. A forest ranger who is on the job has got to 
snow-shoe like a Canuck or else go down the valley after 
the snow begins *to fall. It was five feet deep around 
my cabin last year. I hate to think of your being here 
alone. If one of you should be sick, it would be — 
tough. Unless you absolutely have to stay here, I 
advise you to go down the creek." 

"Perhaps our neighbors and not the snow will drive 
us out," she replied. "They've already served notice." 

He looked startled. "What do you mean by that?" 

Without answering, she went to the bookshelf and 
took down a folded sheet of paper. "Here is a letter I 
got yesterday," she explained, as she handed it to hinL 

It was a rudely penciled note, but entirely plain in its 
message. "Spite of what the coroner found, most folks 
believe you killed Ed Watson," it began, abruptly. 
"Some of us don't blame you much. Others Jo, and 
they say no matter what the jury reports you've got to 
go. I don't like to see a woman abused, so you'd better 
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take warning and pull out. Do it right away." It was 
signed, **A Friend.*' 

The ranger read this through twice before he spoke. 
**Did this come through the mail?" 

'*Yes — ^addressed to me." 

He pretended to make light of it. "I wouldn't spend 
much time over that. It*s only some smart Aleck's 
practical joke." 

**I don't think so," she soberly replied. "It reads to 
me like a sincere warning — ^from a woman. I haven't 
shown it to daddy yet, and I don't know whether to do 
so or not. I thought of going over to see you, but I 
was not sure of the way. I'm glad Providence sent you 
round to-day, for I am imcertain about what to do." 

**I'm a little imeasy about that warning myself," he 
confessed, after a pause. **I hear the Kitsong gang is 
bitteriy dissatisfied with the result of the inquest thus 
far. They still insist on connecting you in some way 
with the shooting. Fact is, I came over to-day to 
see if they had made any new move." 

All the lightness had gone out of his face now, and 
in the girl's eyes the shadow deepened as she said: 

** It seems to me that I have drawn more than my share 
of trouble. I came out here hoping to find a sanctuary, 
and I seem to have fallen into a den of wolves. These 
people would hang me if they could. I don't under- 
stand their hate of us. They resent our being here. 
Sometimes I feel as if they were only trying to drive us 
from our little ranch." 

"Of course, all this talk of violence is nonsense," he 
vigorously went on. "They can make you a whole lot 
of discomfort, but you are in no danger." 

Her glance was again remote as she said: "I cannot 
take that murder case seriously. It all seems a thousand 
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miles away &om me now. And yet I am afraid for 
daddy's sake. Why connect me with it? Is there no 
other woman to accuse? Do you suppose a woman did 
the shooting? I don't." 

" No. I think the footprints were accidental. I figure 
the killing was done by some man who had it in for 
Watson. He was always rowing with his help, and 
there are two or three Mexicans who have threatened 
to get him. At the same time, I don't like this letter. 
They're a tough lot in this valley." He mused a mo- 
ment. "Yes, I guess you'd better plan to go." 

Her gaze wandered. "I hate to leave my garden 
and my flowers," she said, sadly. **After all, I've had 
some very peaceful hours in this nook." Her face 
brightened. She became the genial hostess again. "If 
you have finished your lunch, I wish you would come 
out and see my crops." 

He followed her gladly, and their talk again became 
cheerfully impersonal. Truly she had done wonders in 
a small space and in a short time. Flower-beds glowed 
beside the towering rocks. Small ditches supplied the 
plants with water, and from the rich red soil luscious 
vegetables and fragrant blooms were springing. 

All animation now, she pointed out her victories. 
" This is all my work," she explained, proudly. " Daddy 
isn't much of a hand with the spade or the hoe. There- 
fore I leave the riding and the cows to him. I love to 
paddle in the mud, and it has done me a great deal of 
good." 

"What will you do with all this 'truck'?'* 

"Daddy intends to market it in town." 

"He's away a good deal, I take it." 

"Yes, I'm alone often all day, but he's always home 
before dark." 
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He voiced his concern. **I don't like to think of 
your being alone, even in the daytime.*' He spoke as 
one who had been swiftly advanced from stranger to 
trusted friend. *'I'll tell you what Til do," he con- 
tinued, as if moved by a sudden thought. ''I'll go into 
camp across the creek for to-night, and then if any- 
thing goes wrong I'll be within call." 

**0h no! Don't think of doing that! You must not 
neglect your duties. Daddy is a pretty good marksman, 
and I have learned to handle a rifle, and, besides" — 
here her tone became ironic — '*in the chivalrous West a 
woman need not fear." 

'* There is a whole lot of hot air about that Western 
chivalry talk," he retorted. **Bad men are just as bad 
here as anywhere, and they're particularly bad on the 
Shellfish. But, anyhow, you'll call on me if I can be 
of any use, won't you?" 

"I certainly shall do so," she responded, heartily, 
and there was confidence and liking in her eyes as well 
as in the grip of her hand as she said good-by. 

When in the saddle and ready to ride away he called 
to her, *'You won't mind my coming over here again 
on Saturday, will you?" 

**No, indeed. Only it is so far." 

**0h, the ride is nothing. I don't like to think of 
your being here alone." 

"I'm not afraid. But we shall be glad to see you 
just the same." 

And in appreciation of her smile he removed his hat 
and rode away with bared head. 

The yotmg ranger was highly exalted by this visit, 
and he was also greatly disturbed, for the more he 
thought of that warning letter and the conditions which 
gave rise to it, the more menacing it became. It was 
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all of a piece with the tone and character of the Shellfish 
gang, for this remote valley had long borne an evil 
reputation, and Watson and Kitsong had been its domi- 
nating spirits for more than twenty years and deeply 
resented ElaufiEman's settlement in the cafion. 

''It would be just like old Kit to take the law into bis 
own hands/' the ranger admitted to himself. "And the 
writing in that letter looked to me like Mrs. Abe Kit- 
song's." 

Instead of going up to the Heart Lake sheep-camp, 
as he had planned to do, he turned back to his station, 
moved by a desire to keep as near the girl as his duties 
would permit. "For the next few days I'd better be 
within call," he decided. "They may decide to arrest 
her — and if they do, she'll need me." 

He went about his evening meal like a man under 
the influence of a drug, and when he sat down to his 
tjrpewriter his mind was so completely filled with visions 
of his entrancing neighbor that he could not successfully 
cast up a column of figures. He lit his pipe for a diveiv 
sion, but under the spell of the smoke his recollection 
of just how she looked, how she spoke, how she smiled 
(that sad, half-lighting of her face) set all his nerves 
atingle. He grew restless. 

"What's the matter with me?" he asked himself, 
sharply, but dared not answer his own question. He 
knew his malady. His unrest was that of the lover. 
Thereafter he gave himself up to the qtiiet joy of review- 
ing each word she had uttered, and in doing so came to 
the conclusion that she was in the mountains not so 
much for the cure of her lungs or throat as to heal the 
hurt of some injustice. What it was he could not im- 
agine, but he believed that she was getting over it. "As 
she gets over it she'll find life on the Shellfish intolerable 
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and shell go away," he reasoned, and the thoti{^ of 
her gomg made Ids country lonesome, empty, and of 
no account. 

"I wish she wouldn't go about bazefoot," he added, 
with a tinge of jealousy. "And ehe mustn't let anj 
ol the Shellfish gang see her in that dress." Ifo was a 
HtUe comforted by remembering her sudden fl^t wbta 
she first perceived him coming across Ha bridge, i 
he wondered whether the trustful attitude die a" 
assumed was due entirely to the fact that he was a 
Federal officer— he hoped not. Some part of it Bgsang, 
he knew, from a liking for him. 

Tlie wilderness was no place for a womBn. It vai 
all well enough for a vacation, but to ask arf woman to 
live in a little cabin miles &om another woman, milee 
from a doctor, was out of the question. He be^gaa to 
perceive that there were disabaities in the Efe <rf a 
forester. His world was suddenly disorganized. Iif6 
became complex in its bearings, and he felt the stIrHngll 
of new ambitions, new ideals. Civilization ix)ck on a 
diaim which it had not hitiierto possessed. 

He was awakened at dawn the following momiiig by 
the smell of bumii^ pine — a wn H I tibat summons tfus 
ranger as a drum arouses a soldier. Rushing oat c^ 
docffs, he soon located the fire. It was off the forest' and 
to the southeast, but as any blaze within si^ demai^ed 
invest^ation, he put a pot of coffee on tlw fire and 
fft^tly roped and saddled one of his horses. In thirty 
I minutes he was riding up the side of a hig^ hill wliicb 
Play between the station and Otter Creek, a braudi of 
" ' 3 Shellfish, at the mouth of which, some miles bdow, 
a isjtsong's rsacn. 

It was not yet light, the smoke was widdy ilifTimrtt 
md the precise location of the blaze could not be deter- 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

mined, but it appeared to be on the Shellfish side of the 
ridge, just below Watson's pasture. Hence he kept 
due south over the secxDnd height which divided the two 
creeks. It was daylight when he reached the second 
hogback, and the smoke of the fire was diminishing, but 
he thought it best to ride on to renew his warning 
against the use of fire till the autumn rains set in, and 
he had in mind also a plan to secure from Mrs. Kitsong 
a specimen of her handwriting and to pick up whatever 
he could in the way of gossip concerning the feelixig 
against the KaufiEmans. 

He was still some miles from the ranch, and crossing 
a deep ravine, when he heard the sound of a rifle far 
above him. Halting, he listened intently. Another 
shot rang out, nearer and to the south, and a moment 
later the faint reports of a revolver. This sent a wave 
of excitement through his blood. A rifle-shot might 
mean only a poacher. A volley of revolver-shots meant 
battle. 

Reining his cayuse sharply to the right and giving 
him the spur, he sent him on a swift, zigzagging scramble 
up the smooth slope. A third rifle-shot echoed from the 
diff, and was answered by a smaller weapon, much 
nearer, and, with his hair almost on end with excitement, 
he reached the summit which commanded the whole 
valley of the Otter, just in time to witness the most 
astounding drama he had ever known. 

Down the rough logging road from the west a team 
of horses was wildly galloping, pursued at a distance 
by several horsemen, whose weapons, spitting smoke at 
intervals, gave proof of their murderous intent. In the 
clattering, tossing wagon a man was kneeling, rifle in 
hand, while a woman, standing recklessly erect, urged 
the Qying horses to greater speed. Nothing cotdd have 
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been more desperate, more furious, than this running 
battle. 

''My God! It's the KaiiflFman team!" he exdaamad, 
and with a shrill shout snatched his revolver bom its 
holster and fired into the air, with intent to axmoonoe 
his presence to the a,ssai1tng horsemen. Even as he did 
so he saw one of the far-off pursuing rufSans draw bis 
horse to a stand and take deliberate aim over bis saddle 
at the flying wagon. The off pony dropped in his traces, 
and the vehicle, swinging from the road, struck a boulder 
and sent the man hurtling over the side; but the gixl, 
crouching low, kept her place. Almost before the iMi»BeIs 
had ceased to revolve she caught up the rifle which her 
companion had dropped and sent a shot cC defiance 
toward her pursuers. 

"Brave girl!" shouted Hanscom, for he teoogniaed 
Helen. "Hold the fort!" But his voice, husky with 
excitement, failed to reach her. 

She heard the sound of his revolver, however, and, 
beHeving him to be only another of the attacking party» 
took aim at him and fired. The bullet from hu rifle 
flew so near his head that he heard its song. 

Again her rifle flashed, this time at the man above 

her, and again the forester shouted her nanoe. b the 

mid of the vast and splendid landscape she seemed 

Qute brave insect defending itself against invading 

o L Her pursuers, recognizing the ranger^s horse, 

d their ponies and disappeared in the forest 

nn spurred his horse straight toward tHe gixit 

name, but even then she failed to xecogniae 

I, nfting his hat from his head, he deqwantely 

i; shoot, girl — don't shoot I It's 
r!" 
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She knew him at last, and, dropping her rifle to the 
ground, awaited his approach in silence. 

As he leaped from his horse and ran toward her she 
lifted her hands to him in a gesture of reUef and wd- 
oome, and he took her in his arms as naturally as he 
would have taken a frightened child to his breast. 

''Great GodI What's the meaning of all this?" he 
asked. "Are you htirt?** 

She was white, but calm. "No, but daddy is — " 
And they hastened to where the old man lay crumpled 
up beside a rock. 

Hanscom knelt to the fallen man and examined him 
carefully. "He's alive — ^he isn't wounded," he said. 
"He's only stunned. Wait I I'll bring some water." 

Running down to the bank, he filled his hat from the 
flood, and with this soon brought the bruised and sadly 
bewildered rancher back to consciousness. 

Upon realizing who his rescuer was KaiiflFman's eyes 
nested with gratitude. "My friend, I thank God for 
you. We were trying to find you. We were on our 
way to daim your protection. We lost our road, and 
then these bandits assaulted us." 

The girl pieced out this explanation. She told of 
being awakened in the night by a horse's hoofs clattering 
across the bridge. Some one rode rapidly up to the 
door, dismounted, pushed a letter in over the threshold, 
and rode away. "I rose and got the letter," she said. 
"It warned us that trouble was already on the way. 
*Get outP it said. I roused daddy, we harnessed the 
horses and left the house as quickly as we could. We 
dared not go down the valley, so we tried to reach you 
by way of the mill. We took the wrong road at the 
l^e. Our pursuers trailed us and overtook us, as you 



saw. 
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It was all so monstrous that the ranger could scaxcdy 
believe it true — and yet, there lay the dead hoirse and 
here was the old man beside the stone. He did not fefer 
to his own narrow escape, and apparently Helen did not 
associate him with the horseman at whom she had fii^ 
with such bewildering zeal. 



IV 

It was a rugged and barren setting for love's inter- 
change, and yet these two young souls faced eadi 
other, across the disabled old man, with spirits ftised in 
mutual understanding. Hden's foce softened and her 
eyes expressed the gratitude she fdt. At the moment 
the ranger's sturdy frame and plain, strong-featured 
face were altogether admirable to her. She rdkd upon 
him mentally and physically, as did Kaiiffman^ whose 
head was bewildered by his falL 

Hanscom roused himself with effort ''Wdl, now» 
let's see what's to be done next. One of your horses 
appears to be unhurt, but the other is down." He 
went to the team and after a moment's fflramrnntion 
came back to say: "One is dead. Ill harness my own 
saddler in with' the other, and in that way well be able 
to reach my cabin. You must stay there for thepresent.'* 
' Quickly, deftly, he gathered the scattered goods from 
the ground, restored the seat to the wagon, tmta 
the dead beast from its harness, and soh^tated 1 
fins animal, while Helen attended to Kanffman; l: 
c ohered rapidly, and in a very short time was a 
4tiDB ils seat in the wagon, and so tiiey started 
Ifaa load toward the valley. 
'^'^Ks^^tL long way round by the wagqb 
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com explained. ** But we can make the cabin by eleven, 
and then we can consider the next move." 

To this Helen now made objection. "We must not 
bring more trouble upon you. They will resent yoox 
giving us shelter. Take us to the railway. Hdp us to 
leave the state. I am afraid to stay in this country 
another night. I want to get away from it all to-day." 

A shaft of pain touched the ranger's heart at thought 
of losing her so soon after finding her, and he said: 
**I don't think that is necessary. They won't atteixq>t 
another assault — ^not while you are under my protection. 
I'd like the pleastire of defending you against them/' 
he added, grimly. 

''But I'm afraid for daddy. I'm sure he wounded 
one of them, and if he did they may follow us. You 
are very good and brave, but I am eager to reach the 
train. I want to get away." 

To this Kauffman added his plea. "Yes, yes, let 
us go," he said, bitterly. "I am tired of these lawless 
savages. We came here, thinking it was like Switcer- 
land, a land inhabited by brave and gentle people, 
lovers of the mountains. We find it a den of assassinn. 
If you can help us to the railway, dear friend, we wiU 
ask no more of you and we will bless you always," 

The ranger could not blame them for the panic into 
which they had fallen, and frankly acknowledged that 
it was possible for Elitsong to make them a great deal 
of trouble. Reluctantly he consented. 

"I am sorry to have you go, but I reckon you're 
justified. There is a way to board the northbound 
train without going to town, and if nothing else happens 
we'll make the eastbound express. That will take you 
out of the state with only one stop." 

Conditions were not favorable for any further 
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pression of the deep regret he felt, for the road was 
rough, and with only one seat in the wagon he was 
forced to perch himself on his up-ended saddle, and so, 
urging the team to its best, he spoke only to outline his 
plan. 

*' I'll drive you to the Clear Creek siding," he explained. 
"All trains stop there to take on water, and No. 3 is 
due rotmd about one. We can make it easily if nothing 
happens, and tmless the Kitsong gang get word from 
some of these ranches we pass, you will be safely out of 
the country before they know you've gone." 

They rode in silence for some time, but as they were 
dropping down into the hot, dry, treeless foot-hills the 
ranger turned to explain: **I*m going to leave the main 
road and whip out over the mesa just above the Black- 
bird Ranch, so don't be surprised by my change of plan. 
They are a dubious lot down there at the Blackbird, 
and have a telephone, so I'd just as soon they wouldn't 
see us at all. They might send word to Abe. It 'U take 
a little longer, and the road is rougher, but our chances 
for getting safely away are much better." 

**We are entirely in your hands," she answered, with 
quiet confidence. Her accent, her manner, were as 
new to him as her dress. She no longer seemed a young 
girl masquerading, but a woman — one to whom life was 
offering such stem drama that all her former troubles 
seemed suddenly faint and far away. 

Kauffman was still suffering from his fall, and it be- 
came necessary for Helen to steady him in his seat. 
Her muscles ached with the strain, but she made no 
complaint, for she feared the ranger might lessen the 
speed of their flight. 

Upon turning into the rough road which climbed the 
mesa, the horses fell into a walk, and the ranger, leaping 
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from the wagon, strode alongside, dose to the seat on 
which the girl sat. 

"All this is not precisely in the Service Book," he le^ 
marked, with a touch of returning humor, "but I reckon 
it will be accotmted 'giving aid and succor to settlers 
in time of need.' " 

She was studying him minutely at the moment, and 
it pleased her to observe how closely his every action 
composed with the landscape. His dusty boots, clamped 
with clinking spurs, his weather-beaten gray hat, his 
keen glance flashing from point to point (nothing es- 
caped him), his every word and gesture denoted the 
man of outdoor Ufe, self-reliant yet self-tmconsdous; 
hardy, practical, yet possessing something that was re- 
flective as well as brave. Her heart went out to him in 
tenderness and trust. Her shadow lifted. 

He had no perception of himself as a romantic figure; 
on the contrary, while pacing along there in the dust he 
was considering himself a sad esquire to the woman in 
whose worshipful service he was enlisted. He was eager 
to know more about her, and wondered if she would 
answer if he were to ask her the cause of her exile. Each 
moment of her company, each glimpse of her face, made 
the thought of losing her more painftd. "Will I ever see 
her again?" was the question which filled his mind. 

At the top of the mesa he again mounted to his seat 
on the upturned saddle, and kept the team steadily on 
the trot down the swiftly descending road. The sun 
was high above them now, and every mile carried them 
deeper into the heat and dust of the plain, but the girl 
uttered no word of complaint. Her throat was parched 
with thirst, but she did not permit him to know even 
this, for to halt at a well meant delay. They rode in 
complete silence, save now and again when the ranger 
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made some remark concenmig the character of the 
ranches they were passing. 

''We are down among the men of the future now/* he 
said — ^''the fanners who carry spades instead of guns." 

Once they met a boy on horseback, who stared at 
them in open-mouthed, absorbed interest, and twice 
men working in the fields beckoned to them, pirimi- 
tivdy curious to know who they were and where tfaey 
were going. 

But Hanscom kept his ponies to their pace and lep&ed 
only by shouting, "Got to catch the trainr' In Boxsk 
wise he stayed them in their tracks, reluctant but hdp* 
less. At last, pointing to a small, w av ering speck &r 
out upon the level sod, he called with forceful cheetftit- 
ness: " There's the tank. Well overhaul it in an hoar/' 
Then he added: 'Tve been thinking. What shall I 
do about the cabin? Shall I pack the furniture and d^. 
it to you?" 

"No, no. Take it yourself or give it away. I cue 
very little for most of the things, except daddy's vkBfl 
and my guitar. Those you may ke^ until we aeod 
for them." 

"I shall take good care of the guitar," he asserted, 
with a look which she fully understood. "What about 
the books?" 

"You may keep them also. We'd like you to have 
them — ^wouldn't we, daddy?" 

"Yes, yes," said KauSman. "There is nothing that 
of much value, but such as they are they are yours.^' 

"I shaU store everything," the young fdlow dedaxed^ 
fionly, "in the hope that some day yoii will oooMi 

''That will never be! My Hfe here is ended,'* die 

■ » 
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"You will not always fed as you do now," he urged. 
**A11 the people of the county are not of Watson's 
stripe." 

"That is true," she said. "I shall try not to be un- 
jtist, but I see now that in seeking seclusion in that lonely 
cafion we thrust ourselves among the most lawless 
citizens of the state, and cut ourselves off from the 
very people we should have known. However, I have 
had enough of soUtude. My mind has changed. This 
week's experience has swept away the fog in my brain. 
I feel like one suddenly awakened. I see my foUy and 
I shall go back to my people — ^to the city." 

The ranger, recognizing something inflexible in this, 
made no further appeal. 

There was nothing at the tank but a small, brown 
cottage in which the wife of the Mexican section boss 
lived, and to her Hanscom committed his charges and 
turned to the care of his almost exhausted team. The 
train was late, the guard at the tank said, and in conse- 
quence the ranger was torn between an agony of im- 
patience and a dread of parting. 

It was probable that some of the Kitsongs were in the 
raiding party, and if they were hiirt the KauflEmans were 
not safe till the state line was passed. It would be easy 
to head them oflE by a wire. It was a hideous coil to 
throw about a young girl seeking reUef from some un- 
usual sorrow, and though he longed even more deeply 
to keep her tmder his protection, he made no objection 
to her going. 

Returning to the section-house, he shared with her 
the simple meal which the reticent, smiling little Mexican 
woman had prepared, and did his best to cheer Elauff- 
man with a belief in the early arrival of the train. 

"It will be here soon, I am sure," he said. 
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Helen detected the lack of elation in his tone, Md 
understood in some degree the sense of loss which made 
^im heartsick, and yet she could not bring hendf to 
utter words of comfort. 

At the dose of the meal, as they set out to walk across 
the sand to the switch, he said to her: ''Am I new to 
see you again?" 

" I hope so — somewhere, somehow/' she nepliedt tm^ 
sively. 

''I wish you'd set a time and {dace," he pemsted. '*I 
can't bear to see you go. You can't realize bow I shall 
miss you." 

A fleeting gleam of amusement lighted her face. ''Yod 
have known me only a few days." 

" Oh yes, I have. I've known you all summer. Yea 
kept me busy thinking about you. The whole coimtiy 
will seem empty now." 

She smiled. ''I didn't know I filled so nouch space in 
the landscape. I thought I was but a speck in it.** 
She hesitated a moment, then added: ''I came out to 
lose myself in nature. I had come to hate men and to 
despise women. I was sick of my kind. I wanted to 
live like a savage, a part of the wild, and so-^lorget. 

"Animals sometimes live alone; savages never do» 
he corrected, ''tmless they are outlawed from their 
tribe." 

''That's what I tried to do — outlaw mysdf bom my 
tribe. I wanted to get away from foolish cn rmn ifa nit^ 
from malicious gossip." 

"Are you ready to go back to it now — ^I mean to the 

"No, not quite; and yet this week's experience has 
'Aiken me and helped me. You have helped me» and 
-I tmnt to thank you for it. I b^^ to befiave onoe 
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more in good, brave, simple manhood. You and daddy 
have revived my faith in men.** 

"Some man mnst have hurt you mighty bad," he 
said,simply. Then added: "I can't tmderstand that. I 
don't see how any man could do anything but just 
naturally worship you." 

She was moved by the sincerity of his adoration, but 
she led him no fardier in that direction. "At first I 
thought I had won a kind of peace. I was almost con- 
tent in a benumbed way. Then came my arrest — and 
you. It was a rough awakening, but I begin to see that 
I still live, that I am young, that I can become breath- 
less with excitement. This raid, this ride, has swept 
away all that deathlike numbness which had fallen upon 
me. I've had my lesson. Now I can go back. I must 
get away from here." 

Under the spell of her intense utterance the ranger's 
mind worked rapidly, filling in the pauses. "Yes, yoa'd 
better go away, but I'm not going to let you pass out of 
my life — not if I can help it! I'm going to resign and 
go where you go — " 

She laid a protesting hand upon his arm. "No, no!" 
she said. "Don't do that. Don't resign. Don't 
change your plans on my account. I'm not worth such 
a sacrifice, such risk." 

"You're worth any risk," he stoutly retorted, with 
some part of her own intensity in his voice. "I can't 
think of letting you go. I need you in my business." 
He smiled wanly. "I'm only a forest ranger at ninety 
dollars per month, but I'm going to be something dse 
one of these days. I won't mind a long, rough trail if 
I can be sure of finding you at the end of it." 

The far-away whistle of the train spurred him into 
fierce demand. "You'll let me write to you, and you 

296 



THE FOREST RANGER 

will reply once in a while^.won't jrou? It will give wm 
something to look forward to. You owe me that 
much!" he added. 

"Yes, I will write." she promised. "But I think it 
better that you should f oi^get me. I hope we have not 
involved you in any trouble with jrour neig^ibois or witfa 
the coroner." 

"I am not worrying about that,** he answeced. "I 
am only concerned about 3rou. I would go to jail in a 
minute to save you any further worry." 

"You are putting me so de^ly in jrour dd)t that I 
can never repay you," she replied. 

"A letter now and then will help/' he suggested. 

The train, panting, wheezing, hot with q)eed» came 
to a creeping halt, and the conductor, swinging out upon 
the side track, greeted the ranger pleasantly* *'HeOo^ 
Hans! What are you doing here?" 

Hanscom returned his greeting gravely. '^Billyi 
here are some friends of mine, just down from the hilla. 
Take good care of them for me, wfll you?" 

"Sure thing, major," said the conductor. He helped 
Kau£Eman aboard, then turned to Helen. "Now, lady," 
he said, holding out a hand, "Fm sorry the stqp is 
so high, but — " 

The ranger, stooping, took the girl in his arms and 
set her feet on the lower step. "Good4>y/* he said* 
huskily. Then added: "For now. Write me soon." 

She turned and looked down upon him with a faint 
smile on her lips and a tender light in her eyes* '*I 
pcoaase. Good-by," she said, and entered the car. 

The ranger stood for a long time gasdng a£i»r the tnu^ 
f|wn languidly walked away toward his team* 



<♦' 



Hansocun turned his face toward the fioieat nfitji.ii 
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full knowledge that his world had suddenly lost its chanxL 
At one moment his thought went anxiously forward with 
the fugitives, at another it returned to confront the 
problem of his own desires. His act in thtis asrigting 
the main witness to escape might displease the court 
and would undoubtedly intensify the dislike which Ejt- 
song had ahready expressed toward him. ''My stay in 
the district is not likely to be as quiet as it has been," 
he said to himself. 

However, his own safety was not a question of grave 
concern. The mystery of Watson's death yet remained, 
and until that was solved Helen was still in dangler- of 
arrest. His mind at last settled to the task of discovering 
and punishing the raiders. Who was Watson's assasan? 
What fierce desire for revenge had prompted that sav- 
age assault? 

There was no necessary connection between that small 
footprint and the shooting, and yet, tmtil it was proved 
to be the work of another, suspicion would point to 
Helen as the only woman of the vicinity who had the 
motive for the deed. To some the coroner's failure to 
hold her was almost crinmial. 

His return to the hills was equivalent to running the 
gantlet. From every ranch-gate men and boys issued^ 
wall-eyed with ctuiosity. They, of course, knew noth- 
ing of the raiding-party of the morning, but they under- 
stood that something unusual had taken place, for was 
not the ranger's saddle in his wagon, and his saddle- 
horse tmder harness, not to mention a streak of blood 
along the flanks of its mate? The eyes of these solitary 
cattlemen are as analytical as those of trained detec- 
tives. Nothing material escapes them. Being taught 
to observe from infancy, they had missed little of the 
ranger's errand. 
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"Who were you taking to the train?" they asked. 

Hanscoxn's defense was silence and a species ci jocci- 
lar, curt evasion, and he succeeded at last in getting^ 
past them all without resort to direct and violent lying. 
As he had reason to suspect that one, at least, ci the 
riflemen of the morning belonged to the Bladdbiacd out- 
fit, he decided to avoid that ranch altcfgether. 

It would be absurd to claim that his nerves were per- 
fectly calm and his heart entirely unhurried as he crept 
across the mesa and dropped into the wooded cal&on 
just above the pasture fence. Although sustained by 
his authority as a Federal officer, he was perfectly well 
aware that it was possible for him to meet with tiouble 
when the gang found out what he had done. 

Another disturbing thought b^an to grow in his 
mind. "If those raiders watched me go down the hUl, 
they may consider it a clever trick to drop in on the . 
KauflEman place and loot the house. They know it is 
unguarded. Perhaps I ought to throw the saddle on. 
old Baldy and ride over there to make sure about it.'* 

The more he considered this the more uneasy he be* 
came. "They're just about sure to run off the stodc»' 
or be up to some other devilment," he said. "Tbey 
might set fire to the house." In the end he roped his 
estra horse and set out. 

Even by the cut-ofE it was a stiff ride, and it was 
nearly midnight as he topped the last ridge and came 
in aght of the cabin. "Hello!" he esdaimed. ''Some- 
body has moved in. I'm just in time." 

A light was gleaming from the kitchen windoWi and. 
I3ie ranger's mind worked quickly. No one but niem« 
ben of the raiding-party would think ct taking pos»- 
sawion of this cabin so promptly. No one else would 
kaow that the ICaufEmans were away. "That being tfae 
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case," he said, musingly, "it stands me in hand to walk 
light and shifty." And he kept on above the ranch 
in order to drop down through the timber of the caflooo. 

After tethering his horse upon a little plot of grass 
just west of the garden, he adjusted his revolver on his 
thigh at the precise point where it was handiest, and 
moved forward with care. "They mustn't have time 
even to think fight," he decided. 

As he rotmded the comer of the stable he heard the 
voice of a girl singing, and the effect of this upon him 
was greater than any uproar. It was uncanny. It 
made him wonder what kind of woman she could be 
who could carol in the midst of the band of raiders. 
She might be more dangerous than the men. She cer- 
tainly added another complication to the situation. 

Listening closely, he was able to detect the voices of 
at least two men as they joined discordantly in the re- 
frain of the song. It was evident that all felt entirely 
secure, and the task to which the ranger now addressed 
himself was neither simple nor pleasant. To take these 
raiders tmaware, to get the upper hand of them, and to 
bring them to justice was a dangerous program, but he 
was accustomed to taking chances and did not hesitate 
very long. 

Keeping dose to the shadow, he crept from the corral 
to the garden fence and from the covert of a dtunp of 
tall sunflowers was able to peer into the cabin window 
with almost tmobstructed vision. A woman was seated 
on a low chair in the middle of the floor, pla3dng a guitar 
and singing a lively song. He could not see the men. 
"I wonder if that door is locked?" he queried. "If it 
isn't, the job is easy. If it is, I'll have to operate through 
a screen window." 

He remembered that both doors, front and back, were 
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very strong, for KauiSmaa had been careful to have them 
heavily hinged and double-barred. They could not be 
broken except with a sledge. The screen on the winr 
dows could be ripped off, but to do that would make 
delay at the precise moment when a quarter of a second 
would be worth a lifetime. ''No, I've got to gamble oa 
that door being unlocked/* he concluded, with the 
fatalism of the mountaineer, to whom danger is an ever^ 
present side-partner. 

With his revolver in his hand, he slid tfaioogh the 
garden and reached the comer of the house unperoeived. 
The woman was now playing a dance tune, and the 
men were stamping and shouting; and under cover of 
their clamor the ranger, stooping low, passed the win* 
dow and laid his hand on the knob. The door yielded 
to his pressure, and swiftly, almost soundlessly, he'darted 
within and stood before the astounded trio lilQe a s^bost 
— an armed and very warlike ghost. 

''What's going on here?" he demanded, pleasantly, 
as with weapon in complete readiness he confroBCited 
them. 

He had no need to command quiet. They were all 
schooled in the rules of the game he was piaymg^ and 
understood perfectly the advantage which he held ovier 
them. They read in his easy smile and jocular voice 
the deadly determination which possessed him. 

The woman was sitting in a low chair with the guitar 
in her lap and her feet stretched out upon a stool Her 
OQoqpanions, two young men, hardly more than boys, 
were standing near a table on which stood a bottle oT 
fiiqttor. All had been stricken into instant hmnobaity 
tgr tibe sudden interruption of the ranger. Badi stared 
Wiib open mouth and dazed eyes. 
. Attficom knew them all. The gixl wa9 fl|e ^fObd 
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daughter of a Basque rancher over on the Porcupme. 
One of the boys was Henry Kitsong, a nephew of Abe, 
and the other a herder named Busby, who had been at 
one time a rider for Watson. 

"Having a pleasant time, aren't you?" the ranger 
continued, still retaining his sarcastic intonation. From 
where he stood he could see the bottom of the girl's up- 
turned shoes, and his alert brain took careful note of 
the size and shape of the soles. A flush of exultation 
ran over him. ''Those are the shoes that left those 
telltale footprints in the flour," he said to himself. 

"You lads had better let me have your guns," he sug- 
gested. ** Busby, I'll take yours first." 

The young ruflBan yielded his weapon only when the 
ranger repeated his request with menacing intonation. 
"You next, Henry," he said to Kitsong, and, having thus 
cut the daws of his young cubs, his pose relaxed. "You 
thought the owners of the place safely out of reach, 
didn't you? You saw me go down in the valley with 
them? Well, I had a htmch that maybe you'd take 
advantage of my absence, so I just rode over. I was 
afraid you might drop down here and break things up. 
You see, I'm responsible for all these goods, and I don't 
want to see them destroyed. That music-box, for in- 
stance" (he addressed the girl); "I happen to know 
that's a high-priced instrument, and I promised the 
owner to take good care of it. That bottle you fellows 
dug up I didn't know an5rthing about, but I guess 111 
confiscate that also. It ain't good for little boys." He 
turned sharply on ICitsong. "Henry, was your father 
in that band of sharpshooters this morning?" 

"No, he wasn't," blurted the boy. "And I wasn't, 
either." 

"We'll see about that in the morning. Which of you 
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rode a blaze-faced sorrel?" Neither answered, and 
Hanscom said, contentedly: "Oh, well, we'll see 
about that in the morning." 

Hanscom had drawn close to the girl, who remained 
as if paralyzed with fright. "Senorita, I reckon I'll 
have to borrow one of your shoes for a minute." As he 
stooped and laid hold of her slipper Busby fell upon 
him with the fury of a tiger. 

Hanscom was stuprised, for he had considered the 
fellow completely cowed by the loss of his revolver. He 
could have shot him dead, but he did not. He shook 
him off and swung at him with the big seven-shooter 
which he still held in his hand. The blow fell upon the 
young fellow's cheek-bone with such sttmning force that 
he reeled and fell to the floor. 

Young Kitsong cried out, "You've killed him!" 

"What was he trjdng to do to me?" retorted Hans- 
com. "Now you take that kerchief of yours and tie 
his hands behhid him. If either of you makes another 
move at me, you'll be sorry. Get busy now." 

Yotmg Kitsong obeyed, awed by the ranger's tone, 
and Busby was soon securely tied. He writhed like a 
wildcat as his strength came back, but he was helpless, 
for Hanscom had taken a hand at lashing his feet to- 
gether. There was something bestial in the boy's fury. 
He would have braved the ranger's pistol imhesitating- 
ly after his momentary daze had passed, for he had the 
blind rage of a trapped beast, and his strength was 
amazing. 

During all this time the girl remained absolutely 
silent, her back against the wall, as if knowing that her 
capture would come next. Hanscom fully expected her 
to take a hand in the struggle, but he was relieved-^ 
greatly relieved — by her attitude of non-resistance. 
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"Now, Henry," he said, with a breath of relief, "1 
can't afiEord to let either you or the senorita out of my 
sight. I reckon you'll both have to sit right here and 
keep me company till morning. Mebbe the sefiorita 
will bustle about and make a pot of coffee — ^that 'U help 
us all to keep awake. But first of all I want both her 
slippers. Bring 'em to me, Henry." 

Kitsong obeyed, and the girl jrielded the slippers, the 
soles of which seemed to interest Hanscom very deeply. 

He continued with polite intonation, "We'll all start 
down the valley at daybreak." 

"What do you want of me?" asked the girl, hoarsely. 

"I want you as a witness to the assault Busby made 
on me; and then, you see, you're all housebreakers" — 
he waved his hand toward the front window, from which 
the screen had been torn and the glass broken — "and 
housebreaking is pretty serious business even in this 
country. Ftirthermore, you were all concerned in that 
raid, and I'm going to see that you all feel the full weight 
of the law." 

AU the time he was talking so easily and so con- 
fidently he was really saying to himself: "To take you 
three to jail will be like driving so many wolves to 
market — ^but it's got to be done." 

He was tired, irritable, and eager to be dear of it all. 
His own cabin at the moment seemed an ideally peaceful 
retreat. Only his belief that in this girl's small shoe 
lay the absolute proof of Helen's innocence nerved him 
to go on with his self-imposed duty. His chief deare 
was to place these shoes in the coroner's hands and so 
end all dispute concerning the footprints in the flour. 

The girl, whose name was Rita, sullenly made coffee, 
and as she brought it to him, he continued his interro- 
gation: 
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" How did you get here?" 

"I rode/' 

"Over the trail? Across the divide?^ 

"Yes." 

"Were you in the raid this inonmig?'* 

"What raid? I don't know erf any taidL" ' . 

He knew she was lying, but he only said, "tVheii did 
you leave home?" ' . 

"Three days ago." 

"Where have you been?" 

"In camp." 

"Where?" i; 

She pointed up the stream. 

"How long have you been acquainted with this ioaik 
Busby?" 

Here he struck upon something stubborn and li^ in 
the girl's nature. She refused to reply. *' 

"When were you over here last?" 

A warning word from Busby denoted that be tauSeat* 
stood the course of the ranger's questioning aild was 
anxious to strengthen her Resistance. 

Hanscom had several hours in which to pQadar* sUBL 
soon arrived at a fairly accmate understaocHiig'Cit-t^ 
whole situation. He remembered vaguely the tepctt 
of a row between Watson and Buisby, and he was awaito 
of the reckless cruelty of the dead man.' It ttijl^] ba 
that in revenge for some savagery on his p^rt, aome 
graceless act toward Rita, this moody, half-insaaa 
jlolltti had crept upon the rancher and kSled hhn. 
' 'He turned to young Kitsiong. "I haven't seen yM 
tattdy. Where have you been?" 
-/-■^^Over on the Porcupine*" 
2 iifs^oddng on Gonzales's ranch?** * •' 

"Yes, part of the time." '■'/■'■ '^ .^ y^^^-t 
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"Does your father know you axe back in the valley?" 

"No — ^yes, he does, too!" 

"You fired that shot that killed the horse, didn't 
you?" 

Young Kitsong betrayed anxiety. "I don't know 
what you are talking about." 

"Which of you rode the blaze-faced sorrel?" 

In spite of himself the boy glanced quickly at the 
girl, who shook her head. 

Hanscom addressed himself to her. "SefLorita, which 
of your friends rode the blaze-faced sorrel?" 

Her head dropped in silent refusal to answer. 

"Oh, well," said the ranger, "we'll find out in the 
course of time. My eyesight is pretty keen, and I can 
swear that it was the man on the sorrel horse that 
fired the shot that stopped the ICauffman team. Now 
one or the other of you will have to answer to that 
charge." His voice took on a sterner note. "What 
were you doing on Watson's porch last Saturday?" 

The girl started and flushed. "I wasn't on his porch." 

"Oh yes, you were! You didn't know you left your 
footprints in some floin: on the floor, did you?" 

Her glance was directed involxmtarily toward her 
feet, as if in guilty surprise. It was a ^ght but coin- 
vindng evidence to the ranger, who went on: 

"Who was with you — ^Busby or Henry?" 

"Nobody was with me. I wasn't tiiere. I haven't 
been in the valley before for weeks." 

"You didn't go there alone. You wouldn't dare to 
go alone in the night, and the man who was with you 
killed Watson." 

She sat up with a gasp, and young Kitsong stared. 
Their surprise was too genuine to be assumed. "What's 
that you say? Watson killed?" 
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"Yes. Watson was shot Monday night. Didn't you 
know that? Where have you been that you haven't 
heard of it?" 

Young Kitsong was all readiness to answer now. 
"WeVe been up in the hills. We have a camp up 
there.'* 

*'0h," said Hanscom, *'kind of a robbers' den, eh? 
Has Busby been with you?" 

"Sure thing. We've all been fishing and hunting — " 
Here he stopped suddenly, for to admit that he had 
been hunting out of season was to lay himself liable 
to arrest as a poacher on the forest. He went on: "We 
all came down here together." 

"What were you doing chasing that team? What 
was the game in that?" 

"Well, he shot at us first," answered the boy. 

And Busby shouted from his position in the comer on 
the floor, "Shut up, you fool!" 

The ranger smiled. "Oh, it's got to all come out, 
Busby. I saw the man on the sorrel horse fire that 
shot— don*t forget that. And I know who made the 
tracks in the flour. But I am beginning to wonder if 
you had anything to do with warning the KauflEmans 
to get out.'* 

He had indeed come to the end of his questioning, 
for his captives refused to utter another word, and he 
himself fell silent, his mind engaged with the intricacies 
of this problem. It might be that these young dare- 
devils just happened to meet ICauflfcoan on the road 
and decided to hold him up. It was possible that they 
knew nothing of the warnings which had been sent. 
But in that case, who pushed that final warning 
under the door? Who let them know of trouble from 
above? 
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Dawn was creeping up the valley, and, calling 3;:0ung 
Kitsong from the doze into which he had fallen, he said: 
"Now, Henry, I'm going to take this bxmch down to the 
sheriff, and you might as well make up your mind to 
it first as last. You go out and saddle up while the 
sefiorita heats up some more cofEee, and we'll get ready 
and start." 

Hanscom was by no means as confident as his voice 
sounded, and, as the young fellow rose to go, only half 
expected him to show his face again. "Well, let him 
slip," he said to himself. "I'll be safer without him." 

Busby spoke up from the floor. "You stay with the 
game, Hank, and you ride your own horse." 

"You bet I'll ride my own horse," Kitsong vidently 
retorted, from the doorway. 

The girl, who tmderstood the significance of this con- 
troversy, interposed. "I'll ride the sorrel. He's my 
horse, anyway." 

Hanscom mockingly chimed in. "That's mighty fine 
and self-sacrificing, but it won't do. The rider who 
fired that shot was a man. But I'll leave it to Henry. 
Bring arotmd the horses, and remember, if 3rou slip 
out with that bay horse I'll know you rode the sorrel 
yesterday." 

The situation had become too complicated for the girl, 
who fell silent, while Busby cursed the ranger in fierce, 
set terms. "What right have you got to arrest us, 
anyhow?" 

"All the right I need. That shooting began inside 
the forest boundary, and it's my duty to see that you 
are placed in the hands of the law." Here his voice 
took on a note of grim determination. "And I want 
you to understand there will be no funny business oa 
the way down." 
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"How can I ride, all tied up Uke this?'' demanded. tbe 
ro£San. 

"Oh, I'm going to untie jrou, and you aie going to cooie 
along quietly — either as live stock or freight— you can: 
take your choice." 

Busby, subdued by several boors on the floor, was. 
disposed to do as he was tdd, and Hansoom untxMmd 
his legs and permitted him to rise. 

As young Kitsong brought the horses around in front 
of the cabin, Hanscom was not disappointed ia 
the girl's saddle on the sorreL He made no 

"Now, Busby, we'll mount you first," he said, and. 

. slipped the bridle from the horse* "You see, to niaka 

sure of you I am going to lead your pony." He then ua*; 

tied the youth's hands. " Climb onf' he oomnuuided* ^ 

Busby silently mounted to his saddle, the gjrl took tiie 
sorrel, and at command Kitscmg started down the tratL 

"You go next," said Hansoom to the giri, "now youb 
Busby," he added, and with the rope across the horse's 
rump — ^the trick of a trained trailer— he started down 
the trail. 

Sinister as this small procession really was, it would 
have appeared quite innocent to a casual observer as 
it went winding down the hill. No one at a little dis? 
tance would have been able to tell that in the silenfr 
determination of the horseman in the rear lay the only 
law, the only bond which kept these four riders in line« 
Neither Busby nor Kitsong nor the girl doubted for mi 
instant that if any of them made a deflection, a Ttaak foif 
fiaedom, they would be shot. They knew that as a 
Bsdend officer he had certain authority . Just how mui^ 
» B U i oriiy they could not determine, but they were awam 
ttipft the shooting had begun in the focest« wfaidli.iiw 
Uli; domain. 

■ ■ ■ « -» 

309 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

As they sighted Watson's cabin Hanscom was carious 
to know whether nearing the scene of the crime would 
have any perceptible effect on Bnsby. "Will he betray 
nervousness?" he asked himself. 

Quite the contrary. As he came opposite the house, 
Busby turned in his saddle and asked, "When was 
Watson killed?" 

** Nobody knows exactly. Some time Monday night," 
answered the ranger. 

A few miles down the road they met a rancher coming 
up the valley with a timber-wagon, and to him the ranger 
explained briefly the nature of his expedition, and said: 

"Now, Tom, I reckon you'll have to turn around and 
help me take these youngsters to the sheriff. I would 
rather have them in your wagon than on horseback." . 

The rancher consented with almost instant readiness. 

The prisoners were transferred to the wagon, and in 
this way the remainder of the trip was covered. 



The county jail was a square, brick structure stand- 
ing in the midst of a grove of small cottonwood-trees 
(planted in painful rows), and the sheriff's office and 
his wife's parlor, situated on opposite sides of the hall, 
occupied the front part of the first story, while the 
rear and the basement served as kitchen and dungeon 
keep. Generally the lockup was empty and the build- 
ing quite as decorous as any other on the street, al- 
though at certain times it resounded with life. On this 
day it was quiet, and Throop and his wife, who served 
as matron, were sitting xmder a tree as the rancher's 
wagon halted before the gate. 

It was about three o'clock in the afternoon and 
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Hanscom's prisoners were dusty, tired, and suUea as 
they filed up the walk toward the sheriiS, wbo awaited 
their approach with an inquiring slant to his huge head. 
Mrs. Throop retreated to the house. 

When at close range Hanscom with a weary smile 
said, " I've brought you some new boarders, Mr. Sheriff. 

"So I see," said the officer, as he motioned them to. 
enter the door. "What's it aU about?" 

"It's a long story," replied the ranger, "ando{ooi]X8e> 
I can't go into it here, but I want you to take chargie. 
of these people while I see Carmody and find out what 
he wants done with them. I think he'll find tbem vafai*' 
able witnesses. Incidentally I may say they've been 
shooting a horse and breaking and entering a house.'' 

The sheriff was deeply impressed with this chai^: 
"Well, well!" he said, studying with especial care ^ 
downcast face of the girl. "I tiiought it ndg^t be oolyr 
killing game out of season, stealing timber, or some smdi.' 
thing." He called a deputy. "Here, Tom, take these 
noien into the guard-room, and, Mrs. Throop, you look 
after this girl while I go over the case with Mr. Hsns- 



com." 



" Don't let 'em talk with anybody," warned the ranger. 

The sheriff passed the word to the deputy,' "That's 
right, Tom." 

In deep relief the ranger followed the sheriff into his 
private office and dropped into a seat. "Jeerussletnl 
I'm tired!" he exclaimed. "That was a nervous jobP? 

."Cut loose," said the sheriff. . !• 

Hanscom then related as briefly as he could the story 
jpC.the capture. At the end he confessed that he h^ 
jfaiadly expected to reach town with all of them. " rl' 
littd XK> authority to arrest them. I just btaffieditfaiiDaf^' 
as wen as the rancher who drove the* i/agQi^v:faiAdl' 
21 3" 
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thtnloTig I had. I waated them for Carmody to ques- 
tion« and I hung to the girl becavtse I believe she can 
absolutely dear ElaufEman and his daughter of any 
connection — ** 

Throop» who had listened intently, now broke out: 
''Well, I hope so. That old man and his girl sure are 
acquiring all kinds of misery. Kitsong got Carmody 
to issue a warrant for them yesterday, and I wired the 
authorities at Lone Rock and had them both taken 
from the train." 

The ranger's face stiffened as he stared at the officer. 
"You did!" 

**I did, and they're on their way back on No. 6." 

"How could Carmody do that?" Hanscom demanded, 
hotly. "He told them to go — I heard him." 

"He says not. He says he just excused the girl for 
the time being. He declares now that he expected them 
both to stay within call, and when he heard they were 
running away — " 

"How did he know they were running away?" 

"Search me! Some one on the train must have 
wired back." 

"More likely the Blackbird Ranch 'phoned in. They 
are all related to Watson. I was afraid of them." He 
rose. "Well, that proves that Abe and his gang were 
at the bottom of that raid." 

"Maybe so, but I don't see how Carmody can go 
into that — ^his job is to find the man or woman who 
killed Watson." 

"Well, there's where I come in. I've got the girl 
who made those tracks on the floor." 

The sheriff was thoughtful. "I guess you'd better 
call up Carmody — ^he's the whole works tiU his verdict 
is rendered, and he ought to be notified at once." 
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. A moment's talk with the doctor'^ office diadoaed 
the &ct that he was out in the country on a medicat 
trip, and would not return till late. "Reckon weiji 
have to wait/' said the sheriff. 

The ranger's face fell. After a pauae he asked, ''Wheii 
does that train get in?'* 

"About six; it's an hour late." 
'And they'll be jailed?" 

Sure thing! No other way. Carmody tdd me to 
take charge of them and see that they wece both oa 
hand to-morrow." 

Hanscom's fine eyes flamed with indignation. "It^a 
an outrage. That girl is as innocent of Watson's kiU^ 
ing as you are. I won't have her humiliated ixi tbif 
way." f 

"You seem terribly interested in this young lady/* 
remarked Throop, with a grin. r 

Hanscom was in no mood to dodge. "I amr-aiidl 
I'm going to save her from coming here if I can." Bii 
started for the door. "I'll see Judge Brinldey and gist 
her released. Carmody has no authority to hold hor/^ 

"I hope you succeed/' said the sheriff, syo^Mithetic- 
ally; "but at present I'm under orders from the coroner. 
It's up to him. So you think you've got the girl who 
made them tracks?" 

"I certainly do, and I want you to hold these prisoneni 
tin Carmody gets home. Don't let anybody see them, 
and don't let them talk with one another. Thejrll all 
oeme before that jury to-morrow, and they mustn't have 
•my chance to frame up a Ue." 

, *' Ajll right. I see your point. Go ahead. Your pro* 

oeiaqi .will be here when you come back.'' :. . ...^ 

"^^ibnaoom went away, raging against ^ ♦-^i-"*i^- 

iJ^Mk^ threatened Helen. At Caimody^s 
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an hour, hoping the coroner might return, and, in de- 
spair of any help from him, set out at last for Brinldey's 
office, resolute to secure the judge's interference. 

The first man he met on the street stopped him ^th 
a jovial word: "HeUo, Hans! Say, you want to watch 
out for Abe Kitsong. He came b'ilin' in half an hour ago, 
and is looking for you. Says you helped that Dutch- 
man and his girl (or wife, or whatever she is) to get 
away, and that you've been arresting Henry, his nephew, 
without a warrant, and he swears he'll swat you good 
and plenty, on sight." 

Hanscom's voice was savage as he replied: "You teH 
him that I'm big enough to be seen with the naked eye, 
and if he wants me right away he'll find me at Judge 
Brinkley's office." 

The other man also grew serious. "All the same, 
Hans, keep an eye out," he urged. "Abe is sure to make 
you trouble. He's started in drinking, and when he's 
drunk he's poisonous as a rattler." 

"All right. I'm used to rattlers — ^I'U hear him be- 
fore he strikes. He's a noisy brute." 

The ranger could understand that Rita's father migjit 
very naturally be thrown into a fury of protest by the 
news of his daughter's arrest, but Kitsong's concern 
over a nephew whom he had not hitherto regarded as 
worthy the slightest care did not appear especially logi- 
cal or singularly important. 

Brinkley was not in his office and so Hanscom went 
out to his house, out on the north bend of the river in 
a large lawn set with young trees. 

The judge, seated on his porch in his shirt-sleeves, 
exhibited the placid ease of a man whose office work is 
done and his grass freshly sprinkled. 

"Good evening, Hanscom," he pleasantly called. 
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"Come up and have a seat and a smoke with the gar- 
dener.'* 

"I have but a moment," the ranger replied, and 
phinged again into the story, which served in this in- 
stance as a preface to his plea for intervention. "You 
must help me, Judge. Miss McLaren must not go to 
jaiL To arrest her in this way a second time is a crime. 
She's a lady, Judge, and as innocent of that shooting 
as a child." 

"You surprise me," said Brinkley. "According to 
all reports she is very, very far from being a lady." 

Hanscom threw out his hands in protest. "They're 
all wrong, Judge. I tell you she is a lady, and young 
and handsome." 

"Handsome and yoimg!" The judge's eyes took on 
a musing expression. "Well, well! that accounts for 
much. But what was she doing up there in the com- 
pany of that old Dutchman?" 

"I don't know why she came West, but I'm glad she 
did. I'm glad to have known her. That old Dutchman, 
as you call him, is her stepfather and a fine chap." 

"But Carmody has arrested her. What caused hin^ 
to do that?" 

"I don't know. I can't understand it. It may be 
that Kitsong has put the screws on him some way." 

The judge reflected. "As the only strange woman 
in the valley, the girl naturally falls under suspicion 
of having made those footprints." 

"I know it. Judge, but you have only to see her — ^to 
hear her voice — to realize how impossible it is for her 
to Idll even a coyote. All I ask, now, is that you save 
her from going to jail." 

"I don't see how I can interfere," Brinkley answered, 
!||ltfl^ gentle decision. "As coroner, Carmody has the 
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case entirely in his hands till after the verdict. But 
don't take her imprisonment too hard," he added, with 
dedre to comfort him. ''Throop has a good deal of 
discretion and I'll 'phone him to make her stay as Ettla 
like incarceration as possible. You see, while nominally 
she's only a witness for the state, actually she's on trial 
for murder, and till you can get your other woman be- 
fore the jury she's a suspect. If you are right, the jury 
will at once bring in a verdict against other parties, 
known or unknown, and she will be free — except that 
she may have to remain to testify in her own case against 
the raiders. Don't worry, my dear fellow. It will come 
out all right." 

Hanscom was now in the grasp of conflicting emo- 
tions. In spite of Brinkley's refusal to interfere, he 
could not deny a definite feeling of pleasure in the fact 
that Helen was returning and that he was about to see 
her again. "Anyhow, I have another opportunity to 
serve her," he thought, as he turned down the street 
toward the station. "Perhaps after the verdict she 
will not feel so eager to leave the country." 



Meanwhile the fugitives on the westbound express 
were nearing the town in charge of the marshal of Lone 
Rock, and Helen (who had telegraphed her plight to 
Hanscom and had received no reply) was in silent dread 
of the ordeal which awaited her. Her confidence in the 
ranger had not failed, but, realizing how difficult it was 
to reach him, she had small hope of seeing his kindly 
face at the end of her journey. 

"He may be riding some of those lonely heights this 
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moment," she thought, and wondered what he would do 
if he knew that she was returning, a prisoner. "He 
would come to me," she said, in answer to her own 
question, and the thought that in all that mighty spread 
of peak and plain he was the one gracious and kindly 
soul lent a Idnd of glamour to his name. ''After all, 
a loyal soul like his is worth more than any mine or 
mountain," she acknowledged. 

The marshal, a small, quaint, middle-aged person with 
squinting glance and bushy hair, was not only very 
much in awe of his lovely prisoner, but so accustomed 
to going about in his shirt-sleeves that he sufiEered 
acutely in the confinement of his heavy coat. Never- 
theless, in spite of his discomfort, he was very con- 
siderate in a left-handed way, and did his best to conceal 
the official relationship between himself and his wards. 
He not only sat behind them all the way, but he made 
no attempt at conversation, and for these favors Helen 
was genuinely grateful. Only as they neared the station 
did he venture to address her. 

Now the sheriflE will probably be on hand," he said; 
and if he is I'll just naturally turn you over to him; 
but in case he isn't I'll have to take you right over to 
the jail. I'm sorry, but that's my orders. So if you'll 
kindly step along just ahead of me, people may not 
notice you're in my charge." 

Helen assured him that she would obey every sug- 
gestion, and that she deeply appreciated his courtesy.. 

KauflEman's spirit was sadly broken. His age, the 
rough usage of the day before, and this unwarranted 
second arrest had combined to take away from hirp a 
large part of his nattu-al courage. He insisted that 
Helen should wire her Eastern friends, stating the case 
and appealing for aid. 
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"We need help now/' lie said. "We are being per- 
secuted." 

Helen, however, remembering Ctonody's kindness, 
said: "Don't be discouraged, daddy. It may be that 
we are only witnesses and that after we have testified 
we shall be released. Wait until to-morrow; I hate to 
annoimce new troubles to my relatives." 

"But we shall need money," he said, anxiously. 
"We have only a small balance." 

It was nearly six o'clock as they came winding down 
between the grassy buttes which formed the gateway 
to the town, and the girl recalled, with a wave of self- 
pity, the feeling of exaltation with which she had first 
looked upon that splendid ptirple-walled cafion rising 
to the west. It had appealed to her at that time as 
the gateway to a mjrstic sanctuary. Now it was but 
the lair of thieves and murderers, ferocious and ob- 
scene. Only one kindly human soul dwelt among those 
majestic, forested heights. 

She was pale, sad, but entirely composed, and to Hans- 
com very beautiful, as she appeared in the vestibule 
of the long day-coach, but her face flushed with pleas- 
ure at sight of him, and as she grasped his hand and 
looked into his fine eyes something warm and glowing 
flooded her heart. 

"Oh, how relieved I am to find you here!" she ex- 
claimed, and her lips trembled in confirmation of her 
words. "I did not expect you. I was afraid my tde- 
gram had not reached you." 

"Did you telegraph me?" he asked. "I didn't get 
it — ^but I'm here all the same," he added, and fervently 
pressed the hands which she had allowed him to retain. 

Oblivious of the curious crowd, she faced him in a 
sudden realization of her dependence upon him, and 
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her gratitude for his stark manliness was so deep, so 
full, she could have put her hands about his neck. 
How dependable, how simple, how clear-eyed he was! 

He on his part foimd her greatly changed in both 
face and voice. She seemed clothed in some new, 
strange dignity, and yet her glance was less remote, 
less impersonal than before and her pleasure at sight 
of him deeply gratifying. In spite of himself his spirits 
Ughtened. 

"I have a lot to tell you," he began, but the sheriff 
courteously interposed: 

*'Put her right into my machine — You go too, 
Hanscom.'* 

**I couldn't prevent this," he began, sorrowfully, as 
he took a seat beside her; "but you will not be put 
into a cell. Mrs. Throop will treat you as a guest." 

The self -accusation in his voice moved her to put 
her hand on his arm in caressing reassurance. "Please 
don't blame yourself about that," she said. "I don't 
mind. It's only^ for the night, anyway. Let us think 
of to-morrow." 

The ride was short and Mrs. Throop, a tall, dark, 
rather gloomy woman, came to the door to meet her 
guests with the air of an old-fashioned village hostess, 
serious but kindly. 

"Mrs. Throop," said her husband. "This is Miss 
McLaren and her father, Mr. KaujBEman. Make them 
as comfortable as you can." 

Mrs. Throop greeted Helen with instant kindly In- 
terest. "I am pleased to know you. Come right in. 
You must be tired." 

"I am," confessed the girl, "very tired and very 
dusty. I hope you always put your prisoners under the 
hoee." 
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" I'll give you my spare chamber," replied the matron, 
tvith abstracted glance. "It's next the bath-room. 
I'm sorry, but I guess your father 'U have to go down 
below." 

"What do you mean by that?" 

The sheriflE explained, "The cells are below." 

Helen was instantly alarmed. "Oh no!" she pro- 
tested. " My father is not at all well. Please give him 
my room. I'll go down below." 

"It won't be necessary for either of you to go be- 
low," interposed the sheriflE. "Hanscom, I'll put Kauff- 
inan in your charge. You can take him to your board- 
ing-house if you want to." 

"You're very kind," said Helen, with such feeling 
that the sheriflE reacted to it. "I hope it won't get 
you into trouble." 

"Oh, I don't think it will," he said, cheerily. "So 
long as I know he's safe, it don't matter where he 
sleeps." 

"Well, you'd better all stay to supper, anyhow/ 
said Mrs. Throop. "It's ready and waiting." 

No one but Helen x>^ceived anything unusual in 
this hearty oflEhand invitation. To Hanscom it was 
just another instance of Western hospitality, and to 
the sheriflE a common service, and so a few minutes 
later they all sat down at the generous table, in such 
genial mood (with Mrs. Throop doing her best to nmke 
them feel at home) that all their troubles became less 
than shadows. 

Although disinclined to go into a detailed story of 
his return to the hills, Hanscom described the capture 
of the housebreakers and, in spite of a careful avoid- 
ance of an3rthing which might sound like boasting, dis- 
closed the fact that at the moment when he threw open 
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the door of the cabin he had exposed himself to the 
weapons of a couple of reckless yoimg outlaws and noight 
have been killed. 

"You shouldn't have risked that/' Helen protested. 
''Our poor possessions are not worth such cost" 

"I couldn't endure the notion of those hoodhuns loot- 
ing the place," he explained. 

At the thought of Rita (who was occupying a ceU in 
the women's ward) Helen grew a little sad, for, accord-* 
ing to the ranger's own account, she was hardly more 
than a child, and had been led away by her first passion. 

At the dose of the meal, upon Mrs. Throop's house- 
wifely invitation, they all took seats in the "front 
room" and Helen quite forgot that she was a prisoner^ 
and the ranger almost returned to boyhood as he faced 
the marble-topped table, the cabinet organ, and the 
enlarged family portraits on the walls, for of sudi 
quality were his mother's adornments in the old home 
at Circle Bend. Something vaguely intimate and a little 
confusing filled his mind as he listened to the voice of 
the woman before him. Only by an effort could he con* 
nect her with the cabin in the high valley. She was 
becoming each moment more alien, more aloof, but at 
the same time more desirable, like the girls he U3ed to 
worship in the church choir. 

^)eech was difficult with him, and he could only re* 

: "It makes me feel like a rabbit to think I could 

1) 1 sp you from coming here, and the worst of it is 

I nothing to offer as security. All I have in the 

is a couple of horses, a saddle, and a typewriter." 

"^t really doesn't matter," she replied in hope of 

his mind. ''See how they treat us! Th^know 

jinjustly held and that we shall be set free to* 
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Strange to say, this did not lighten his gloom. *'And 
then — ^you will go away," he said, soberly. 
Yes; we cannot remain here." 
And I shall never see you again," he pursued. 

Her face betrayed a trace of sympathetic pain. " Don't 
say that! Never is such a long time." 

"And you'll forget us all out here — " 

''I shall never forget what you have done, be sure of 
that," she replied. 

Nevertheless, despite the tenderness of her tone and 
her gratitude openly expressed, something disconcert- 
ing had come into her eyes and voice. She was more 
and more the lady and less and less the recluse, and 
as she receded and rose to this higher plane, the ranger 
lost heart, ahnost without knowing the cause of it. 

At last he turned to KauSman. ''I suppose we'd 
better go," he said. "You look tired." 

"I am tired," the old man admitted. "Is it &r to 
your hotel?" 

"Only a Kttle way." 

"Good night," said Helen, extending her hand with 
a sudden light in her face which transported the trailer. 
"We'll meet again in the morning." 

He took her hand in his with a clutch in his throat 
which made reply difficult; but his glance expressed 
the adoration which filled his heart. 

KauSman left the house, walking like a man of seventy. 
"My bones are not broken, but they are weary," he 
said, dejectedly; "I fear I am to be ill." 

"Oh, you'll be all right in the morning," responded 
the ranger much more cheerily than he really felt. 

"Is it not strange that any reasonable bdng should 
accuse my daughter and me of that monstrous deed?" 
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"That is because no one knows you. When the towns- 
fdSk come to know you and her they will think differently. 
That is why I am glad the coroner is to hold his court 
here m the town." 

" Well, if only we are set free — We shall be set free, 
eh?" 

"Surely. But what will you do then? Where mil 
jrou go?" 

"I hope Helen will return to her people." He sighed 
deeply. " It was all very foolish to come out here. But 
it was natural. She was stricken, and sensitive — so 
morbidly sensitive — ^to pity, to gossip. Then, too, a 
romantic notion about '&s healing power of the moim- 
tains was in her thoi^ht. She wi^ed to go where no 
one knew her — where she could live the simple hfe and 
r^ain serenity and health. She said: 'I will not go 
to a convent. I will make a sanctuary of the green 
bills.'" 

"Something very sorrowful miist have happened — " 
said Hanscom, hesitatingly. 

The old man's vMce was very grave as he replied: 
"Not sorrow, but treachery," he said. "A treachery so 
cruel, a betrayal so complete, that when she lost her 
lover and her most intimate girl friend (one nearer than 
a sister) she lost faith in all men and all women — abnost 
in God. I cannot tell you more of her story — " He 
paused a moment, then added: "She beheves in you — 
she already tnists you — and some time, perhaps, she 
herself will tell the story of her betrayal. Till then you 
must be content with this — she is here through no fault 
or weakness of her own." 

The ranger, pondering deeply, dared not put into 

definite form the precise disloy^ty which bad driven a 

broken-hearted giil to seek the shelter of the hills, but 
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he understood her mood. Hating her kind and believ- 
ing that she could lose herself in the immensity of the 
landscape, she had come to the motmtains only to be 
cruelly disillusioned. The Eitsongs had taught her 
that in the wilderness a woman is more noticeable than 
a peak. 

Just why she selected the Shellfish for her retreat 
remained to be explained, and to this question Eauff- 
man answered: ''We came here because a friend of 
ours, a poet, who had once camped in the valley, told 
us of the wonderful beauty of the place. It is beautiful 
— quite as beautiful as it was reported — ^but a beautiful 
landscape, it appears, does not make men over into its 
image. It makes them seem only the more savage." 

Hanscom, refraining from further question, helped 
the old man up the stairway to his bed and then re- 
turned to the barroom, in which several of the regular 
boarders were loafing. One or two greeted him fa- 
miliarly, and it was evident that they all knew something 
of the capture and were curious to learn more. His 
answers to their questions were brief: ** You'U learn all 
about it to-morrow," he said. 

Simpson, the proprietor of the hotel, jocosdy re- 
marked: "Well, Hans, as near as I can figure it out, 
to-morrow is to be your busy day, but you'd better 
lay low to-night. The Kitsongs 'U get ye, if ye don't 
watch out." 

*' VVL watch out. What do you hear?" 

"The whole of Shellfish Valley is coming in to see 
that your Dutchman and his girl gets what's coming to 
them. Abe has just left here, looking for you. He's 
turribly wrought up. Says you had no right to arrest 
them yotmgsters and he'll make you sorry you did." 

One of the clerks dryly remarked: "They's a fierce 
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interest in this inquest. Carmody will sure have to 
move over to the court-house. Gee ! but he feels his feed ! 
For one day, anyhow, he*s bigger than the entire County 
Court.** 

The ranger had a clearer vision of his own as well 
as Helen's situation as he replied: "Well, I'm going over 
to see him. When it comes to a show-down he's on my 
side, for he needs the witnesses I've brought him." 

"Abe sure has got it in for you, Hans. Your standing 
up for the Dutchman and his woman was bad enough, 
but for you to arrest Hank without a warrant has set 
the old man a-poppin'." He glanced at the ranger's 
empty belt. "Better take yotu- gun along." 

"No; I'm safer without it," he replied. "I might 
fly mad and hurt somebody." 

The loafers, though eager to witness the clash, did not 
rise from their chairs till after Hanscom left. No one 
wished to betray imseemly haste. 

"There'll be something doing when they meet," said 
Simpson. "Let's follow him up and see the fun." 

As he walked away in the darkness the ranger began 
to fear — ^not for himself, but for Helen. The unreason- 
ing ferocity with which the valley still pursued her was 
appalling. For the first time in his life he strongly 
desired money. He felt his weakness, his ignorance. 
In the face of the trial — ^which should mean complete 
vindication for the girl, but which might prove to be 
another hideous miscarriage of justice — ^he was of no 
more value than a child. Carmody had seemed friend- 
ly, but some evil influence had evidently changed his 
attitude. 

"What can I do?" the ranger asked himself, and was 
only able to answer, "Nothing." 

From a sober-sided, capable boy, content to do a 
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thing well, he had developed at thirty into a seriotas 
but singularly unambitious man. Loving the outdoor 
life and being sufficiently resourceful to live alone in a 
wilderness cabin without becoming morbid, he had 
naturally drifted into the Forest Service. Without 
being slothful, he had been foolishly unaspiring, and he 
saw that now. ** I must bestir myself,** he said, sharply. 
''I must wake up. I must climb. I must get some- 
where." 

He took close grip on himself. "Carmody must 
squeeze the truth out of these youngsters to-morrow, and 
I must help him do it. If Brinkley can't help, I must 
have somebody else." And yet deep in his heart was 
the belief that the sight of Helen as she took the witness- 
chair would do more to clear her name than any lawyer 
could accomplish by craft or passionate speech. 

At the door of Caimody's office he came upon Kitsong 
and a group of his followers, waiting for him. Abe was 
in a most dangerous mood, and his hearers, also in liquor, 
were listening with approval to the description of what 
he intended to do to the ranger. 

"You can't arrest a man without a warrant," he was 
repeating. **HaQScom's no sheriflE — ^he's only a dirty 
deputy game-warden. I'll make him wish he was a goat 
before I get through with him." 

Although to advance meant war, Hanscom had no 
thought of retreating. He kept his way, and as the band 
of light which streamed from the saloon window fell on him 
one of the watchers called out, " There's the ranger now." 

Kitsong turned, and with an oath of savage joy ad- 
vanced upon the forester. "You're the man I have 
been waiting for," he began, with a menacing snarl. 

**Well," Hanscom retorted, "here I am. What can 
I do for you?" 
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His quiet tone instantly infuriated the ruffian. Shak- 
ing his fist close to the ranger's nose, he shouted: "1*11 
do for you, you loafer! What right had you to arrest 
them kids? What right had you to help them witnesses 
to the train? You're off your beat, and you'd better 
climb right back again." 

Righteous wrath flamed hot in the ranger's breast. 
"You keep yotir fist out of my face or I'll smash your 
jaw," he answered, and his voice was husky with passion. 
"Get out of my way!" he added, as Kitsong shifted 
grotmd, deliberately blocking his path. 

"You can't bluff me!" roared the older man. "I'm 
going to have you jugged for false arrest. You'll find 
you can't go roimd taking people to jail at your own 
sweet will." 

The battle song in the old man's voice aroused the 
street. His sympathizers pressed close. All their long- 
felt, half -hidden hatred of the ranger as a Federal officer 
flamed from their eyes, and Hanscom regretted the ab- 
sence of his revolver. 

Though lean and awkward, he was one of those de- 
ceptive men whose muscles are folded in broad, firm flakes 
like steel springs. A sense of danger thrilled his blood, 
but he did not show it — ^he could not afford to show it. 
Therefore he merely backed up against the wall of the 
building and with clenched hands awaited their onset. 

Something in his silence and self-control daunted his 
furious opponents. They hesitated. 

"If you weren't a government officer," blustered Abe, 
"I'd waller ye — But I'll get ye! I'll put ye where that 
Dutchman and his — " 

Hanscom's fist crashing like a hammer against the 
rancher's jaw closed his teeth on the vile epithet which 
filled his mouth, and even as he reeled, stunned by this 
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blow, the ranger's left arm flashed in another savage 
swing, and Abe, stunned by the swift attack, would 
have fallen into the gutter had not one of his gang caught 
and supported him. 

"Kill him! Kill the dog!" shouted one of the others, 
and in his voice was the note of the murderer. 

Eli Kitsong whipped out his revolver, but the hand 
of a friendly bystander clutched the weapon. "None 
of that; the man is unarmed,'' he said. 

At this moment the door of the saloon opened and 
five or six men came rushing, eager to see, quick to share 
In a fight. Believing them to be enemies, Hanscom 
with instant rush struck the first man a heavy blow, 
caught and wrenched his weapon from his fist, and so, 
armed and desperate, faced the circle of inflamed and 
excited men. 

"Hands up now!" he called. 

"Don't shoot, Hans!" shouted the man who had been 
disarmed. "We're all friends." 

In the tense silence which followed, the sheriff, at- 
tracted by the noise, emerged from the coroner's door 
with a shout and hurled himself like an enormous ram 
into the crowd. Pushing men this way and that, he 
reached the empty space before the ranger's feet. 

"What's the meaning of all this?" he demanded, with 
panting intensity. "Put up them guns." The crowd 
obeyed. "Now, what's it all about?" he said, ad- 
dressing Abe. 

"He jumped me," complained Kitsong. "I want him 
arrested for that and for taking Henry without a war- 
rant." 

"Where's your warrant?" asked Throop. 

Abe was confused. "I haven't any yet, but I'U get 



one. 
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Throop addressed the crowd, which was swiftly aug- 
menting. *' Clear out of this, now! Vamose, every man 
of you, or I'll run you all in. Clear out, I say!" The 
throng began to move away, for the gestures with which 
he indicated his meaning were made sinisterly significant 
by the weapon which he swung. The leaders fell back 
and began to move away. Throop said to the ranger: 
"Hans, you come with me. The coroner wants you." 

Hanscom returned the revolver to the man from 
whom he had snatched it. **I*m much obliged, Pete," 
he said, with a note of humor. "Hope I didn't do any 
damage. I didn't have time to see who was coming. 
I wouldn't have been so rough if I'd known it was you." 

The other fellow grinned. " 'Peared to me like you'd 
made a mistake, but I couldn't blame you. Feller has 
to act quick in a case like that." 

"Bring your prisoner here," called Carmody from his 
open door. "I'll take care of him." 

"I'll get you yet," called Klitsong, venomously. "I'll 
get you to-morrow!" 

"Go along out o' here!" repeated the sheriflE, hustling 
him oflE the walk. "You're drunk and disturbing the 
peace. Go home and go to bed." 

With a sense of having made a bad matter worse the 
ranger followed the coroner into his office and closed 
the door. 

VI 

Dr. Carmody, who had held the office of coroner 
less than a year, had a keen sense of the importance 
which this his first murder case had given him. His 
procedure at the cabin had been easy and rather casual, 
it is true, but contact with the townfolk and a careful 
perusal of the State Code had given him a decided tone 
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of authority and an air of judicial severity which sur- 
prised and somewhat irritated Hanscom, &edi from his 
encounter with Klitsong. 

"What was the cause of that row out there?" de- 
manded the doctor, restmiing his seat behind his desk 
with the expression of a police magistrate. 

The ranger, still hot with anger, looked at his ques- 
tioner with resentful eyes. ** Klitsong and his gang were 
laying for me and I stood 'em off — ^that's all. Old Abe 
was out for trouble, and he got it. I punched his jaw 
and the other outlaws started in to do me up." 

Carmody softened a bit. **Well, you're in for it. 
He'll probably have you arrested and charged with 
assault and battery." 

"If he can," interposed Throop. "He'll find some 
trouble gettin' a warrant issued in this town to-night." 

Carmody continued his accusing interrogation: "What 
"^about this report of your helping the KauflEmans to leave 
the country? Is that true?" 

Hanscom's tone was still defiant as he replied: "It 
is, but I wonder if you know that they were being 
chased out of the country at the time?" 

"Chased out?" 

"Yes. After receiving several warnings, they got 
one that scared them, and so they hitched up and started 
over early in the morning to find me. On the way they 
were waylaid by an armed squad and chased for several 
miles. I heard the shooting, and by riding hard across 
the Black Hogback intercepted them and scared the 
outlaws off, but the Kauffmans were in bad shape. One 
of the horses had been killed and Kauffman himself 
was lying on the ground. He'd been thrown from the 
wagon and was badly bruised. The girl was unhurt, 
but natiu^y she wanted to get out of the country at 
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Mice. She wasn't scared; she was plain disgusted. She 
wanted me to take them to the train, and I did. Any 
decent citizen would have done the same. I didn't 
know you wanted them again, and if I had I wouldn't 
have tried to hold them at the time, for I was pretty 
well wrought up myself." 

Cannody was less belligerent as he said: "What 
about arresting these young people? How did that 
happen?" 

"WeU, on the way back from the station I got to 
thinking about those raiders, and it struck me that it 
would be easy for them to ride down to the KaufEman 
cabin and do some damage, and that I'd better go over 
and see that everything was safe. It was late when I 
got home, but I saddled up and drove across. Good 
thii^ I did, for I found the house all lit up, and Henry 
Kitsong, young Busby, and old Pete Cimeo's girl were 
in full possession' of the place and having a gay time. 
I arrested the boys for breaking into the house on the 
theory that they were both in that raid. Furthermore, 
I'm sure they know something about Watson's death. 
That's what Abe and EU were fighting me about to- 
ni^t — they're a&aid Henry was mixed up in it. He 
and Watson didn't get on well." 

The vigor and candor of the ranger's defense profound- 
ly affected Cannody. "You may be right," he said, 
tiioi^htfully. "Anyhow, I'll bring them aU before the 
jury to-morrow, d course, I can't enter into that raid 
or the housebreaking — ^that's out of my jimsdication — 
but if you think this Cuneo girl knows something — " 

"I am certain she does. She made those tracks in 
the fiour." 

The coroner turned sharply. "What makes you 
think SO?" 
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Hanscom then told him of the comparison he had 
made of her shoes with the drawings in his note-book, 
and the coroner listened intently. 

"That's mighty important," he said, at last. "You 
did right in bringing her down. I'll defend your 
action." 

Hanscom persisted: "You must make it clear to that 
jury that Helen McLaren never entered Watson's gate 
in her life." 

Carmody was at heart convinced. "Don't worry," 
said he. "I'll give you a chance to get all that evidence 
before the jury, and for fear Abe may try to arrest you 
and keep you away from the session, I reckon I'd better 
send you home in charge of Throop." He smiled, and 
the sheriflE smiled, but it was not so funny to the ranger. 

"Never mind about me," he said. "I can take care 
of myself. Kitsong is only bluffing." 

"All the same, you'd better go home with Throop," 
persisted the coroner. "You're needed at the hearing 
to-morrow, and Miss McLaren will want you all in one 
piece," he said. 

Hanscom considered a moment. "All right. I'm in 
your hands till to-morrow. Good night." 

" Good night," replied Carmody. " Take good care 
of him," he added to the sheriflE as he rose. 

" He won't get away," replied Throop. As he stepped 
into the street he perceived a small group of KLtsong's 
sympathizers still hanging about the door of the saloon. 
"What are you hanging around here for?" he demanded. 

"Waiting for Abe. He's gone after a warrant and 
the city marshal," one of them explained. 

"You're wasting time and so is Abe. You tdl him 
that the coroner has put Hanscom in my custody and 
that I won't stand for any interference from anybody — 
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not even the «nmty judge — so you fellers better dear 
off home." 

Tlie back streets were silent, and as they walked along 
^Duoop said: "I'm going to lose you at the door of the 
hotel, but you'd better tirni up at my office early to- 
morrow," 

Hanscom said "Good night" and went to his bed 
with a sense of physical relaxation which should have 
brought slimiber at once, but it didn't. On the con- 
trary, he lay awake till long after midnight, reUving the 
exciting events of the day, and the hour upon which 
he spent most thought was that in Mrs. Throop's 
front room when he sat opposite Helen and discussed 
her future and his own. 

When he awoke it was broad day. and as Kauff- 
mao, who occupied a bed in the same chamber, was still 
soundly slumbering, the ranger dressed as quietly as 
possible and went out into the street to take account 
of a dawn which was ushering in the most important 
morning of his life — a day in which his own fate as well 
as that of Helen McLaren must be decided. 

'Hie air was clear and stinging and the mountain 
wall, Ut by the direct rays of the rising sun, appeared 
depressingly bald and prosaic, like his own past life. 
The foot-hills, in whose minute wrinkle the drama o£ 
which he was a vital part had taken place, resembled a 
crumpled carpet of dull gc^d and olive-green, and for the 
first time in his experience L. J. Hanscom, wilderness 
trailer, acknowledged a definite dissatisfaction with his 
BpIencUd solitude. 

"What does my life amount to?" he bitterly inquired. 
I "What am I headed for? Where is my final camping- 
\ {dace? I can't go on as I'm going. If I were sure of 
r some time getting a supervisor's job, or even an assistant 
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supervisor's position, the outlook would not be so hope- 
less. But to get even that far means years of work, 
years of riding." And then, as he thought of his lonely 
cabin, so unsuited'to a woman's life, he said: "No, I 
must quit the service; that's sure." 

Returning to the hotel, he wrote out his resignation 
with resolute hand and dropped it into the mail-box. 
"There," he told himself, "now you're just naturally 
obliged to hustle for a new job," and, strange to say, a 
feeling of elation followed this decisive action. 

KaufEman was afoot and dressing with slow and pain- 
ful movements as Hanscom re-entered, sajdng, cheerily, 
"Well, uncle, how do you fed by now?" 

With a wan smile the old man answered: "Mtich 
bruised and very painful, but I am not concerned about 
myself. I am only afraid for you. I hope you will 
not come to harm by reason of yoiu: genlbrous aid 
to us." 

"Don't you fret about me," responded Hansoom, 
sturdily. "I'm hard to kill; and don't make the mis- 
take of thinking that the whole country is down on 
you, for it isn't. Abe and his gang are not much better 
than outlaws in the eyes of the people down here in the 
valley, and as soon as the town understands the case 
the citizens will all be with you — and — ^Helen." He 
hesitated a Uttle before speaking her name, and the 
sound of the word gave him a Httle pang of delight — 
brought her nearer, someway. "But let's go down to 
breakfast; you must be hungry." 

The old man did not reply as cheerily as the ranger 
expected him to do. On the contrary, he answered, 
sadly: "No, I do not fed like eating, but I will go down 
with you. Perhaps I shall fed better for it." 

The dining-room was filled with boarders, and all 
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betrayed the keenest interest in KaiiflFman. It was 
evident also that the ranger's punishment of Kitiflong 
was widely known, for several spoke of it, and Sin[q)80ii 
wamingly said: 

''Abe intends to have your hide. He's going to dap 
a warrant on you as soon as you're out of Caimody's 
bands and have you sent down the line for assault with 
intent to kill." 

All this talk increased Kauffman's uneashiesSy and 
on the way over to the jail he again apologized for the 
trouble they had brought upon him. 

"Don't say a word of last night's row to Helen," 
warned Hanscom. "Throop promised to keep it from 
her, and don't consider Kitsong; he can't touch me 
tiU after Carmody is through with me." 

The deputy who let them in said that the sheriff was 
at breakfast — a fact which was made evident by the 
savory smell of sausages which pervaded the entire hall, 
and a moment later, Throop, hearing their voices, came 
to the dining-room door, napkin in hand. "Cosne in,*' 
he called. ''Come in an have a hot cake." 

"Thank you, we've had our breakfast," Hansoom 
replied. 

"Oh, well, you can stand a cup of coffee, anyway, 
and Miss Helen wants to see you.*' 

The wish to see Helen brought instant change to 
the ranger's plan. Putting down his hat, he followed 
Kauffman into the pleasant sunlit break&st-room with 
a swiftly pounding heart. 

Helen, smiling cheerily, rose to meet her step&ither 
yMx a lovely air of concern. "Dear did daddy, how do 
yon fed this morning?" . 
\ •'Very well indeed," he bravely falsified. 

She turned to Hanscom witii outstxetdbfld ImokL 
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"Isn't it glorious this moniing!" she exclaimed, rather 
than asked. 

The sheriff, like the good boomer that he was, in- 
terrupted the ranger's reply. **0h, we have plenty of 
mornings like this." 

She protested. "Please don't say thatl I want to 
consider this morning especially fine. I want it to 
bring us all good luck." 

Evidently Throop had kept his pnMnise to Hanscom, 
for Helen said nothing of the battle of the night be- 
fore, and with sudden flare of confidence the ranger 
said: 

"You're right. This is a wonderful morning, and I 
believe this trial is coming out right, but just to be pre- 
pared for anything that comes, I think I'd better get 
a lawyer to represent you. I don't feel able properly 
to defend your interests." 

"But you must be there," she quickly answered. 
"You are the one sure friend in all this land." 

His sensitive face flushed with pleasure, for beneath 
the frank expression of her friendship he perceived a 
deeper note than she had hitherto expressed, and yet 
he was less sure of her than ever, for in wa3rs not easily 
defined by one as simple as he she had contrived to 
accent overnight the alien urban character of her train- 
ing. She no longer even remotely suggested the hermit 
he had once supposed her to be. A gown of graceful 
lines, a different way of dressing her hair, had efiEected 
an almost miraculous change in her appearance. She 
became from moment to moment less of the mountaineer 
and more of the city dweller, and, realizing this, the 
trailer's admiration was tinged with something very 
like despair. He was not a dtdlard; he divined that 
these outer signs of change implied corresponding mental 
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reversak. Her attitude toward the mountains, tow* 
ard life, had altered. 

"She is turning away from my world back to the 
world from which she came/' was his vaguely defined 
conclusion. 

Meanwhile the sheriff was sajmig: "Well, now, Car- 
mody opens court in the town-hall at ten this morning, 
and, Hans, you are to be on hand early. 1*11 bring Miss 
McLaren up in the car about a quarter to ten and have 
her in the doctor's office, which is only a few doors 
away." 

"How is the Ctmeo girl?" asked Hanscom. 

"She seems rested and fairly chipper, but I can see 
she's going to be a bad witness." 

Helen's face clouded. "Poor girl! I fed sorry for 
her." 

Mrs. Throop was less sympathetic. "She certainly 
has made a mess of it. I can't make out which of 
these raiders she ran away with." 

"She's going to defend them both," said Throop; 
"and she's going to deny everything. I'd like to work 
the third degree on her. I'd bet I'd find out what she 
was doing down at Watson's." 

Helen, who knew the value which her defenders 
placed on the correspondence between Rita's shoes and 
the footprint, was very grave as she said: "I hope she 
had no part in the murder. Mrs. Throop says she is 
hardly more than a child." 

"Well," warned the sheriff, "we're not the court. 
It's up to Carmody and his jury." 

They said no more about the trial, and Hanscom 
soon left the room with intent to find a lawyer who 
would be willing for a small fee to represent the Elauff- 
mans--a quest in which he was imsuccessful. ' 
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The sheriflE followed htm out. "Reckon I'd better 
take you up to Cannody's oflSice in my car," he said. 
''Kitsong may succeed in clapping a warrant on your 
head." 

VII 

The valley had wakened early in expectation of an 
exciting day. The news of the capture of Busby and 
his companions had been telephoned from house to 
liouse and from ranch to ranch, and the streets were 
already filled with farmers and their families, adorned 
as for a holiday. The entire population of Shellfish 
Cafion had assembled, voicing high indignation at the 
ranger's interference. Led by Abe and Eli, who busily 
proclaimed that the arrest of Henry and his companions 
was merely a trick to divert suspicion from the Kaufi^- 
man woman, they advanced upon the coroner. 

Abe had failed of getting a warrant for the ranger, 
but boasted that he had the promise of one as soon as 
the inquest should be ended. "Furthermore," he said, 
"old Louis Ctmeo is on his way over the range, and 111 
bet something will start the minute he gets in." 

Carmody, who was disposed to make as much of bis 
position as the statutes permitted, had called the hearing 
in a public hall which stood a few doors south of his 
office, and at ten o'clock the aisles were so jammed with 
expectant auditors that Throop was forced to bring his 
witnesses in at the back door. Nothing like this trial 
in the way of free entertainment had been offered since 
the day Jim Nolan was Ijmched from the railway bridge. 

Hanscom was greatly cheered by the presence of his 
chief, Supervisor Rawlins, who came into the coroner's 
office about a quarter to ten. He had driven over from 
Cambria in anxious haste, greatly puzzled by the rumois 
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which had reached him. He was a keen young Mary- 
lander, a college graduate, vrith conaderable experience 
in the mountain West. He liked Hanacom and trusted 
him, and when the main points of the story weie <i\sar 
in his mind he said: 

"You did perfectly right, Hans, and IH back yoa in 
it. I'm something of a da1[>ster at law mysdf, and m 
see that Kitsong don't railroad you into jail. VHiai 
worries me is the general opposition now being mani- 
fested. With the whde Shellfish Valley on edge, year 
work will be hampered. It will make your podtion 
unpleasant for a while at least." 

Hanscom uneasily shifted his glance. "That doesat 
matter. I'm goii^ to quit the work, anybaw." 

"Oh no, you're notl" 

"Yes, I am. I wrote out my re^oaticBi tiiis molnt- 
ing." 

Rawlins was sadly disturbed. "I hate to have ypn 
let this gang drive you Out." 

"It isn't that," replied Hanscom, somberiy. "The 
plain truth is. Jack, I've lost interest in the work. . If 
Miss McLaren is cleared—- and she will be — diell go Baiti 
and I don't see myself goii^ bade alone into the faillB." 

The supervisor studied him in mlence for a moment, 
and his voice was gravely sympathetic as he sa^: "I 
■ee I This girl has made your cabin seem a kmginiy firom 
town." 

"Sie's done more t^ian that, Jack. She's waked ms 
1^. She's shown me that I can't aSord to ride trail and 
camp and cook and £ght fire any more. I've got to grt 
out into the world and rustle a home that a giri Hke bar 
can be happy in. I'm started at last. I want to /to 
something. I'm as ambitious as a -ward pqUtidanr' 

The supervisor smiled. "I get youl I^ MOy to 
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lose you» but I guess you are right. If you're bent on 
winning a woman, you're just about obliged to jump 
out and try something else. But don't quit until I have 
time to put a man in your place." 

Hanscom promised this, although at the moment he 
had a misgiving that the promise might prove a burden, 
and together they walked over to the haU. 

The crowded room was very quiet as the ranger and 
his chief entered and took seats near the platform on 
which the coroner and his jury were already seated. It 
was evident, even at a glance, that the audience was 
very far from being dominated, or even colored, by the 
Shellfish crowd, and yet, as none of the spectators, men 
or women, really knew the KaufEmans, they could sot 
be called friendly. They were merely curious. 

Hanscom was somewhat relieved to find that the 
jury was not precisely the same as it had been on the 
hillside. An older and better man had replaced Steve 
Billop, a strong partisan of Kitsong's; but to counter* 
balance this a discouraging feature developed in the 
presence of William Raines, a dark, oily, whisky-soaked 
man of sixty, a lawyer whose small practice lay among 
the mountaineers of Watson's type. 

**He's here as Kitsong's attorney," whispered the 
ranger, who regretted that he had not made greater 
efforts to secure legal aid. However, the presence of 
his chief, a man of education and experience, reassured 
him in some degree. 

Carmody, rejoicing in his legal supremacy, and 
moved by love of drama, opened proceedings with aU 
the dignity and authority of a judge, explaining in 
sonorous terms that this was an adjourned session of an 
inquest upon the death of one Edward Watson, a rancher 
on the Shellfish. 
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"New witnesses have been secured and new evidence 
lias developed," he said in closing, "and Mr. L. J. 
Hanscom, the forest ranger, who has important testi- 
mony to give, will first take the stand," 

Though greatly embarrassed by the eyes of the vast 
audience and somewhat intimidated by the judicial 
tone of Carmody's voice, Hanscom went forward and 
told his story almost without interruption, and at the 
end explained his own action. 

"Of course, I didn't intend to help anybody sidestep 
justice when I took the Kaufimans to tiie station, be- 
cause I heard the coroner say he had excused them." 

"What about those riders?" asked one of the jurors. 
"Did you recognize the man who shot Kauffman's 
horse?" 

Carmody interrupted: "We can't go into that. 
That has no connection with the question which we are 
to settle, which is. Who killed Watson?" 

"Seems to me there is a connection," remarked Raw- 
lins. "If those raiders were the same people Hanscom 
arrested in the cabin, wouldn't it prove something as 
to their character?" 

"Sure thing!" answered another of the jurors. 

"A man who woiald shoot a horse like that might 
shoot a man, 'pears to me," said a third. 

"All right," said Carmody. "Mr, Hanscom, you 
may ai^wer. Did you recognize the man who &ed 
that shot?" 

"No, he was too far away; but the horse he rode was 
a sorrd — the same animal which the Cuneo girl rode," 

Raines interrupted: "Will you swear to that?" 

"No, I won't swear to it. but I think — " 

Raines was savage. "Mr. Coroner, we don't want 
■ what the witness thinks — we want what he knows." 
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"Tell us what you know," commanded Carmody. 

"I know this," retorted Hanscom. ''The man who 
fired that shot rode a sorrel blaze-faced pony and was a 
crack gunman. To drop a running horse at that dis- 
tance is pretty tolerable shooting, and it ought to be easy 
to prove who the gunner was. I've heard say Henry 
Kitsong — " 

"I object!" shouted Raines, and Carmody sustained 
the objection. 

"Passing now to your capture of the housebreakers," 
said he, "tell the jury how you came to arrest the girl." 

"Well, as I entered the cabin the girl Rita was sit- 
ting with her feet on a stool, and the size and shape of 
her shoe soles appeared to me about the size and shape 
of the tracks made in the flour, and I had just started 
to take one of her shoes in order to compare it with the 
drawings I carried in my pocket-book when Busby 
jumped me. I had to wear him out before I could go 
on; but finally I made the comparison and found that 
the soles of her shoes fitted the tracks exactly. Then 
I decided to bring her down, too." 

A stir of excited interest passed over the hall, but 
Raines checked it by asking: "Did you compare the 
shoes with the actual tracks on the porch floor?" 

"No, only with the drawings I had made in my 
note-book." 

Raines waved his hand contemptuously. "That 
proves nothing. We don't know anything about those 
drawings." 

"I do," retorted Carmody, "and so does the jury; 
but we can take that matter up later. You can step 
down, Mr. Hanscom, and we'll hear James B. Durgin." 

Durgin, a bent, gray-bearded old rancher, took the 
stand and swore that he had witnessed a hot wrangle 
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between KanflFman and WatsOn, and that be had heard 
the Dutchman say, 'TU g^ you for this!" 

Hanscom, realizing that Durgin was Kitsong's chief 
new witness, was*quick to challenge his testimony, and 
finally forced him to admit that Watson had also threat- 
ened TTaiifyrngtri, so that the total effect of his testimony 
was rather more helpful than hannfol. 

"Is it not a matter of common report, Mr. Coroner/^ 
demanded the ranger, ''that Watson has had many 
such quarrels? I am told that he had at least one fiecoe 
row with Busby — " 

"We'll come to that/' interjected Carmody, as Durgm 
left the chair. "Have you Rita's shoes, Mr. Sheriff?'* 
Throop handed up a pair of women's shoes, and C^ttr- 
mody continued: "You swear these are the shoes worn 
by Margarita Cimeo when you took charge of her?" ' 

"I do." 

"Mr. Hanscom, will you examine these shoes and say 
whether they are the ones worn by Rita Cuneo wbea yoa 
arrested her?" 

Hanscom took them. "I think they are the same, 
but I cannot tell positively without compering them 
with my drawings." 

The jury, deeply impressed by this new and unexpected 
evidence, minutely examined the shoe soles and cdm- 
pared them with the drawings YrbSe the audience waited 
in tense expectancy. 

"They sure fit," said the spokesman of the jury. 

Raines objected. "Even if they 60 seem to fit, that 
is not conclusive. We don't know when the trades werb 
made. They may have been made after the mmdec or 

i^.CaU Rita Cuneo," said Carmody to the sheriff. . . : 
: • The girl came to the stand, kxddng so aoand, io pirib^ 
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and 80 small that some of the women, without realustiig 
the importance of her testimony, clicked their tongues 
in pity. "Dear, dear! How young she is!" they er- 
daimel. 

Carmody, by means of a few rapid questions gently 
expressed, drew out her name, her age, and some part 
of her family history, and then, with sudden change of 
manner, bluntly asked: 

''How did you happen to be in that cabin with those 
two men?" 

Pitifully at a loss, she finally stammered out an in- 
coherent explanation of how they were just riding by 
and saw the door standing open, and went in, not mean- 
ing any harm. She denied knowing Watson, but ad- 
mitted having met him on the road several times, and 
hotly insisted that she had never visited his house in her 
life. 

"Where have you been living since leaving home?'* 

"In the hills." 

"Where?" 

"At the sawmill." 

"How long had you been there when you heard of 
Watson's death?" 

"About two weeks." 

"Were you in camp?" 

"No, we were staying in the old cabin by the creek." 

"You mean Busby and Kitsong and yourself?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Well, now, which one of these men did you leave 
home with — ^Busby or Kitsong?" 

Her head drooped, and while she wavered Raines in- 
terposed, arguing that the question was not pertinent. 
But Carmody insisted, and soon developed the fact 
that she was much more eager to defend Busby than 
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Kitsong. She denied that he had ever cursed WataoQ 
or threatened to do him harm, bat the coroner £Qroed 
her to admit that Busby had told her of having had 
trouble with the dead man, and then, thrusting a pair 
of shoes at her, he sternly asked: 

"Are these your shoes?" 

"No, sir," die firmly declared. 

Her answer surprised Hanscom and das»d the ihiKifl^ 
who exclaimed beneath his breath, "The fittie vhoeiir* 

Carmody's tone sharpened: "Do you noean to teU 
me that these are not the shoes you wore in town 
yesterday?" 

"No, I don't mean that." 

"What do you mean?" 

"I mean they're not my shoes. They belong to ibat 
Katiffman girl. I found them in that cabin." 

Hanscom sprang to his feet. "She's lying, Your 
Honor." 

"Sit down!" shouted Raines. 

The entire audience rose like a wave under the fto^ 
fluence of the passion in these voices; the sheriff shouted 
for silence and order, and Carmody hammered on his 
desk, commanding everybody to be seated. At la8l;» 
when he could be heard, he rebuked Hanscom. 

"You're out of order," he said, and, turning to Raines, 
requested him to take his seat. 

Raines shook his fist at the ranger. "You can't 
address such remarks to a witness. You sit down." 

Hanscom was defiant. "I will subside vrben. joa 

do.'' 

\**^t dawn, both of you!" roared Carmody. 
;;> they took seats, but eyed each other like animalt 
^MOditng to spring. 

'-' Oinnody lectured them both, and, as he cooled, Hatia* 
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com apologized. "I'm sorry I spoke," he said; "but 
the ownership of those shoes has got to be proved. I 
know they belong to this girl?" 

"We'll come to that; don't you worry," said Car- 
mody, and he turned to Rita, who was cowering in the 
midst of this uproar like a mountain quail. "Who told 
you to deny the ownership of these shoes?" 
Nobody." 

Just reasoned it out yourself, eh?" he asked, with 
acrid humor. "Well, you're pretty smart." 

The girl, perceiving the importance of her denial, 
enlarged upon it, telling of her need of new shoes and 
of finding this dry, warm pair in a closet in the cabin. 
She described minutely the worn-out places of her own 
shoes and how she had thrown them into the stove and 
burned them up, and the audience Hstened with re- 
newed conviction that "the strange woman" was the 
midnight prowler at the Watson cabin, and that Rita 
and her companions were but mischievous hoodlums 
having no connection with the murder. 

Hanscom, filled with distrust of Carmody, demanded 
that the sheriff be called to testify on this point, for he 
had made search of the cabin in the first instance. 

"We proved at the other session that Miss McLaiea 
was tmable to wear the shoes which made the prints." 

"We deny that!" asserted Raines. "That is just the 
point we are trying to make. We don't know that this 
Kauflrnan woman is tmable to wear those shoes." 

Carmody decided to call young Kitsong, and Thropp 
led Rita away and soon returned with Henry, who came 
into the room looking like a trapped fox, bewildered yet 
alert. He was rumpled and dirty, like one called from 
sleep in a corral, but his face appealed to the heart of 
his mother, who flung herself toward him with a piteous 
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word of appeal, eager to let him know that she was pres- 
ent and faithfiil. 

The sheriflE stopped her, and her husband — ^whose 
parental love was much less vital — called upon her not 
to make a fool of herself. 

The boy gave his name and age, and stated his re- 
lationship to the dead man, but declared he had not 
seen him for months. **I didn't know he was dead till 
the ranger told me," he said. He denied that he had 
had any trouble with Watson. **He is my uncle," he 
added. 

"IVe known relatives to fight," commented the 
coroner, with dry intonation, and several in the au- 
dience laughed, for it was well known to them that 
the witness was at outs not only with his unde, but 
with his father. 

**Now, Henry," said the coroner, severely, **we know 
this girl, Rita, made a night visit to Watson's cabin. 
We have absolute proof of it. She did not go there 
alone. Who was with her? Did you accompany her 
on this trip?" 
Noy sir." 

She never made that trip alone. Some man was with 
her. If not you, it must have been Busby." 

A sullen look came into the boy's face. "Well, it 
.wasn't me — I know that." 

"Was it Busby?" 

He paused for a long time, debating what the effect 
of his answer would be. "He may of. I can't say." 

Carmody restated his proof that Rita had been there 
and said: "One or the other of you went. Now which 
was it?" 

The witness writhed Uke a tortured animal, and at last 
said, "He did," and Mrs. Eli sighed with relief. 
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Carmody drew from him the fact that Watson owed 
Busby money, and that he had vainly tried to ooUect 
it. He would not say that Rita left camp with Busby, 
but his keen anxiety to protect her was evident to every 
one in the room. He admitted that he expected Busby 
to have trouble with Watson. 

Mrs. Kitsong, who saw with growing anxiety the drift 
of the coroner's questioning, called out: "Tell him the 
truth, Henry; the whole truth!" 

Raines silenced her savagely, and Carmody said: "So 
Busby had tried to collect that money before, had he?" 

"Tell him *yes,' Henry," shouted EH, who was now 
quite as eager to shield his son as he had been to convict 
Helen. 

Carmody warned him to be quiet. "You'll have a 
chance very soon to testify on this very point," he said* 
and repeated his question: "Busby had had a fight 
with Watson, hadn't he — a regular knockdown row?" 

Henry, sweating with fear, now confessed that Busby 
had returned from Watson's place furious with anger, 
and this testimony gave an entirely new direction to 
the suspicions of the jurors, several of whom knew Busby 
as a tough customer. 

Dismissing Henry for the moment, Carmody recalled 
Margarita. "You swear you never visited Watson's 
cabin?" he began. "Well, suppose that I were to tell 
you that we know you did, would you still deny it?" 
She looked at him in scared silence, trying to measure 
the force of his question, while he went on: "You 
mounted the front steps and went down the porch to 
the right, pausing to peer into the window. You kept 
on to the east end of the porch, where you dropped 
to the groimd, and continued on around to the back door. 
Do you deny that?" 
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Amazed by the accuracy of his information and awed 
by his tone, the girl struggled for an answer, while the 
audience waited as at a crisis in a powerful play. 

Then the coroner snapped out, "Well, what were you 
doing there?*' 

She looked at Henry, then at Mrs. EU. "I went to 
borrow some blankets," she confessed, in a voice so low 
that only a few heard her words. 

"Was Watson at home?*' 

"Yes." 

"Did you see him?" 

"Yes." 

"What did he say?" 

At this point she became tearful, and the most that 
could be drawn from her was a statement that Watson 
had refused to loan or sell her any blankets. She denied 
that Busby was with her, and insisted that she was alone 
till Carmody convinced her that she was only making 
matters worse by such replies. 

"Your visit was at night," he said. "You would 
never have walked in that flour in the daytime, and 
you wouldn't have gone there alone in the night. Busby 
wouldn't have permitted you to go to Watson's alone — 
he knew Watson too well." The force of this remark 
was felt by nearly every person in the room. 

Hanscom said: "Mr. Coroner, this girl is trying to 
shield Busby, and I want her confronted by him, and I 
want Eli Kitsong called." 

By this time many admitted that they might have 
been mistaken in accusing the ICaufEmans of the deed.' 

Busby, a powerful yotmg fellow, made a bad impres- 
sion on the stand. His face was both sullen and savage, 
and the expression of his eyes furtive. He was piainly 
on guard even before Raines warned him to be careful. 
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"My name is Hart Busby/' he said, in answer to Car* 
mody. ''I'm twenty-six years old. I was bom in fhe 
East. IVe been here eight years." Here he stopped^ 
refusing to say where his parents lived cm: when he first 
met Margarita. He flatly denied having had any serious 
trouble with Watson, and declared that he had not seen 
him for almost a year. 

"What were you doing in the Kauffmans' cabin?** de- 
manded Hanscom. "You won't deny my finding yoa 
there, will you?" 

He told the same story that Rita had sworn to. *' We 
were riding by and saw that the place was deserted, and 
so we went in to look around." 

"When did you first hear of Watson's death?" asked 
Carmody. 

The witness hesitated. A look of doubt, of evaaon, 
in his eyes. "Why, the ranger told us." 

"Which of you owns that sorrel horse?" asked ooe 
of the jury. 

Raines again interposed. " You needn't answer tliat,** 
he warned. "That's not before the court." 

Carmody went on. "Now, Busby, you wi^bt as 
well tell us the truth. Henry and Rita both state tbat 
Watson had refused to pay you, and that you had a 
scrap and Watson kicked you off the place. Is that 
true?" 

Raines rescued him. "You don't have to answer 
that," he said, and the witness breathed an almost in- 
audible sigh of relief. 

A violent altercation arose at this point between the 
coroner and the lawyer. Carmody insisted on his right 
to ask any question he saw fit, and Raines retorted that 
the witness had a right to refuse to incriminate hiinsdf. 

"You stick to your bread pills and vials," he said to 
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the coroner, *'and don't assume a knowledge of the law. 
You become ridiculous when you do.** 

**I know my powers,*' retorted Carmody in high 
resentment, "and you keep a civil tongue in your head 
or 1*11 fine you for contempt. I may not know all the 
ins and outs of court procedure, but I*m going to see jus- 
tice done, and I'm going to see that you keep your 
place.** 

"You can*t steam-roll me," roared Raines. 

The argument became so hot that Throop was forced 
to interfere, and in the excitement and confusion of the 
moment Busby mad a dash for the door, and wotdd 
have escaped had not Hanscom intercepted him. The 
room was instantly in an uproar. Several of Busby's 
friends leaped to his aid, and for a few minutes it seemed 
as if the coroner's court had resolved itself into an 
arena for battling bears. Busby fought desperately, 
and might have gained his freedom, after all, had not 
Rawlins taken a hand. 

At last Throop came into action. "Stop that!" he 
shouted, and fetched Busby a blow that ended his strug- 
gles for the moment. "Let go of him, Hanscom," he 
said. "I'll attend to him." 

Hanscom and Rawlins fell back, and Throop, placing 
one huge paw on the outlaw's shoulder, shoved the 
muzzle of a revolver against his neck. 

"Now you calm right down, young man, and remem- 
ber you're in court and not in a barroom." 

Raines, still unsubdued, shouted out, "You take your 
gun away from that man, you big stiff!" 

** Silence!** bellowed Carmody. "I'll have you re- 
moved if you utter another word." 

"I refuse to take orders from a pill-pusher like 
you." 
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"Sheriff, seat that man," cotximanded Cannody, 
white with wrath. 

Throop, thrusting Busby back into his chair, ad- 
vanced upon Raines with ponderous menace. "Sit 
down, you old skunk." 

"Don't you touch me!" snarled the lawyer. 

"Out you go," said Throop, with a clutch at the de- 
fiant man's throat. 

Raines reached tmder his coat-tails for a weapon, but 
Rawlins caught him from behind, and Throop, throwing 
his arms around his shotdders in a bearlike hug, carried 
him to his chair and forced him into it. 

"Now will you be quiet?" 

The whole room was silent now, silent as death, with 
a dozen men on their feet with weapons in their hands, 
waiting to see if Raines wotild rise. 

Breaking this silence, Carmody, lifted by excitement 
to tmusual eloquence, cried out: "Gentlemen, I call 
upon you to witness that I am in no way exceeding my 
authority. The dignity of this court must be upheld." 
He tximed to the jury, who were all on end and warlike. 
"I call upon you to witness the insult which Mr. Raines 
has put on this court, and tmless he apologizes he will be 
ejected from the room." 

Raines saw that he had gone too far, and with a wry 
face and contemptuous tone of voice muttered an 
apology which was in spirit an insult, but Carmody 
accepted the letter of it with a warning that he would 
brook no further displays of temper. 

When the coroner resumed his interrogation of Busby, 
whose sullen calm had given place to a look of alarm 
and desperation, he refused to speak one word in answer 
to questions, and at last Carmody, ordering him to take 
a seat in the room, called Mrs. Eli Kitsong to the chair. 
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She was a thin, pale little woman with a nervous 
twitch on one side of her face, and the excitement 
through which she had just passed rendered her almost 
speechless; but she managed to tell the jury that Busby 
and Watson had fought and that she had warned her 
son not to run with Hart Busby. 

**I knew he*d get him into trouble," she said. "I 
told Henry not to go with him; but he went away with 
him in spite of all I could say." 

"Did you actually see the fight between Busby and 
Watson?" 

"No, I only heard Ed tell about it." 

"Did he say Busby threatened to kill him?" 

"Yes, he did, but he laughed and said he was not 
afraid of a fool kid like him." 

Busby was deeply disturbed. He sat staring at the 
floor, moistening his Hps occasionally with the tip of his 
tongue as the coroner called one after another of his 
neighbors to testify against him. The feeling that Car- 
mody was on the right track spread through the au- 
dience, but Abe insisted that the ICauflEmans be called 
to the stand, and to this Hanscom added: 

"I join in that demand. Call Miss McLaren. I 
want the ownership of these shoes settled once and 
for all." 

In the tone of one making a concession, Carmody said, 
"Very well. Mr. SheriflE, take Busby out and ask Miss 
McLaren to step this way." 

As the young ruffian was led out Rita sprang up as 
if to follow him, but Carmody restrained her. "Stay 
where you are. I want you to confront Miss McLaren." 

A stir, a sigh of satisfaction, passed over the room, 
and every eye was turned toward the door through 
which Helen must approach. Not one of all the town- 
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folk and few of the country-folk had ever seen her face 
or heard her voice. To them she was a woman of 
mystery, and for the most part a woman of dark re- 
pute, capable of any enormity. They believed that she 
had been living a hermit life simply and only for the 
reason that she had been driven out of the East by the 
authorities, and most of them believed that the man she 
was living with was her paramour. 

Every preconception of her was of this savage sort, 
and so when the sheriff reappeared, ushering in a tall, 
composed, and handsome young woman whose bearing, 
as well as her features, suggested education and refine- 
ment, the audience stared in dumb amazement. 

Hanscom and Rawlins both rose to their feet, and 
Carmody, moved by a somewhat similar respect and 
admiration, followed their example. He went further; 
he indicated, with a bow, the chair in which she was to 
sit, while the jurors with open mouths followed her 
every movement. They could not believe that this was 
the same woman they had examined at the previotis 
session of the court. 

Hanscom, without considering her costume as de- 
signed to produce an impression — he was too loyal for 
that — exulted in its perfectly obvious effect on the 
spectators, and glowed with confidence over the out- 
come. 

She looked taller, fairer, and younger in her gracefol 
gown, and her broad hat — ^which was in sharpest coji- 
trast to the stmbonnet which had so long been her dis- 
guise — ^lent a girlish piquancy to her glance. Mrs. 
Brinkley expressed in one short phrase the change of 
sentiment which swept almost instantly over the room. 
"Why, she's a ladyr she gasped. 

Carmody, while not so sure the witness's costume was 
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unpremeditated, nevertheless acknowledged its power. 
He opened his examination with an apology for thus 
troubling her a second time, and explained that new 
witnesses and new evidence made it necessary. 

She accepted his apology with grave dignity, and in 
answer to questions by Raines admitted that Kauff- 
man had told her of his clash with Watson over some 
cattle. 

*'But he never threatened to shoot Watson. He is 
not quarrelsome. On the contrary, he is very gentle 
and patient, and only resented Watson's invasion of 
our home.'* 

Upon being shown the shoes which Rita Cuneo had 
worn she sharply answered: 

**No, they are not mine. I could not wear them. 
They are much too sma.ll for me." 

This answer, though fully expected by Hanscom and 
the coroner, sent another wave of excitement over the 
audience, and when Carmody said, almost apologetically, 
**Miss McLaren, will you kindly try on these shoes?" 
the women in the room rose from their seats in access of 
interest, and loud cries of "Down in front!" arose from 
those behind them. 

Seemingly without embarrassment, yet with height- 
ened color, Helen removed one of her shoes — a plain low 
walking-shoe — ^and handed it to Carmody, who received 
it with respectful care and handed it to the foreman of 
the jury, asking him to make comparison of it with the 
footprints. 

The jurors, two by two, examined, measured, mut- 
tered, while the audience waited in growing impatience 
for their report. Most of the onlookers believed this 
to be a much more important test than it really was, and 
when at last the foreman returned the shoe, saying, 
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"This ain't the shoe that made the tracks," the ooort- 
room buzzed with pleased comment. 

Raines was on his feet. ''Mr. Coroner, we demand 
that the witness try on that other pair of shoes. We 
are not convinced that she cannot wear them." 

Carmody yielded, and the room became very quiet 
as Helen, with noticeable effort, wedged her foot into 
the shoe. 

''I cannot put it on; it is too small," she said to Car- 
mody, and Rita, who sat near, bent a terrified gaze 
upon her. 

Raines then called out: "She's playing off. Have her 
stand up." 

Hanscom, furious at this indignity, protested that it 
was not necessary, but Helen rose and, drawing adde 
the hem of her skirt, calmly offered her foot for in- 
spection. 

"I can't possibly walk in it," she said, addressing the 
jury. 

One by one the jury cltmisily knelt and examined her 
foot, then returned to their seats, and when the foreman 
said, "That never was her shoe," a part of the audience 
applauded his utterance as conclusive. 

"That will do, Miss McLaren," said Carmody; "you 
may step down." And, turning sharply to where Rita 
sat with open mouth and dazed glance, he demanded: 
"Do you know what the court calls your testimony? 
It's perjury! That's what it is! Do you know what 
we can do to you? We can shut you up in jail. These 
shoes are yours. Are you ready to say so now?" 

She shrank from him, and her eyes fell. 

Raines intervened. "You are intimidating the wit- 
ness," he protested. 

Carmody repeated his question, *'Are these your shoesV* 
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"Yes, sir,** she faintly answered; a sigh of relief, a 
ripple of applause, again interrupted the coroner. 

Hanscom rose. **Mr. Coroner, in view of this testi- 
mony, I move Miss McLaren be excused from further 
attendance on this court." 

The unmistakable rush of sympathy toward Helen 
moved Carmody to dramatize the moment. "Miss 
McLaren," he said, with judicial poise, "I am con- 
vinced that you are not a material witness in this case. 
You are dismissed." 

The hearty handclapping of a majority of the auditors 
followed, and Helen was deeply touched. Her voice 
was musical with feeling as she said: 

"Thank you, sir. I am very grateful. Is my father 
also excused?" 

"Unless the jury wishes to question him." 

The jurors conferred, and finally the spokesman said, 
"I don't think we'll need him." 

"Very well, then, you are both free." 

Mrs. Brinkley, a roimd-faced, fresh-complexioned lit- 
tle woman, who had been sitting near the front seat, made 
a rush for Helen, eager to congratulate her and invite 
her to dinner. Others, both men and women, followed, 
and for a time all business was suspended. It was evi- 
dent that Helen had in very truth been on trial for 
murder, and that the coroner's dismissal was in eflfect 
her acquittal. Hanscom, on the edge of the throng, 
waited impatiently for an opportimity to present Raw- 
lins. Raines and ICitsong excitedly argued. 

Meanwhile the jury and the coroner were in con- 
ference, and at last Carmody called for the finding: 
"We believe that the late Edward Watson came to his 
death at the hands of one Hart Busby, with Henry Kit- 
song and Margarita Ctmeo knowing to it, and we move 
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that they be held to the grand jury for trial at the 
next term of court/' drawled the foreman and sat down. 

No one applauded now, but a murmur of satisfaction 
passed over the room. Eli and Abe sprang up in excited 
clamor, and Raines made violent protest against the 
injustice of the verdict. 

"It's all irregular!" he shouted. 

Cannody remained firm. "This finding will stand," 
he said. "The court is adjourned." 

Raines immediately made his way to Hanscom and 
laid a hand on his shoulder. "In that case," he said, 
" I'll take you into camp. Mr. SherifE, I have a warrant 
for this man's arrest." 

Hanscom was not entirely surprised, but he resented 
their haste to humiliate him before the crowd — and be- 
fore Helen. " Don't do that now," he protested. "Wait 
an hour or two. Wait till I can get Miss McLaren and 
her father out of the country. I give you my word I'll 
not run away." 

Carmody, seeing Raines with his hand on the raxiger's 
arm, understood what it meant and htirried over to urge 
a decent delay. "Let him put the girl on the train/' 
he said. 

"I'll give him two hours," said Raines, "and not a 
minute more." 

Hanscom glanced at Helen and was glad of the fact 
that, being surrounded by her women S3mipathi2sers, 
she had seen and heard nothing of the enemy's new 
attack upon him. 

VIII 

Helen and the ranger left the room together, and no 
sooner were they free from the crowd than she turned 
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to him with a smile which expressed affection as well 
as gratitude. 

**How much we owe to you and Dr. Carmody, and 
what a sorry interruption we've caused in your work." 

He protested that the interruption had been entirely 
a pleasure, but she, while knowing nothing of his im- 
pending arrest, was fully aware that he had undergone 
actual hardship for her sake, and her plan for hurrying 
away seemed at the moment most ungracious. Yet 
this, after all, was precisely what she now decided to do. 

"Is there time for us to catch that eastbotmd ex- 
press?*' she asked. 

Her words chilled his heart with a quick sense of im- 
pending loss, but he looked at his watch. "Yes, if it 
should happen to be late, as it generally is." Then, 
forgetting his parole, in a voice which expressed more of 
his pain than he knew, he said: *'I hate to see you go. 
Can't you wait another day?" 

His pleading touched a vibrant spot in her, but she 
was resolved. "I have an almost insane desire to get 
away," she hurriedly explained. "I am afraid of this 
country. Its people scare me!" A quick change in 
her voice indicated a new thought. "I hope the Ejit- 
songs will not continue in pursuit of you." 

"They won't have a chance to do that," he replied, 
gloomily. "I'm leaving, too. I have resigned." 

" Oh no ! You mustn't do that." 

" I turned in my papers this morning. " He suddenly 
recalled his parole. "I shall soon be free — I hope — ^to 
go anywhere and do anything — and I'd like to keep in 
touch with you — ^if you'll let me." 

She evaded him. "I shall be very sorry if we are 
the cause of your leaving the service." 

"Well, you are — ^but not in the way you mean. You 
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have made me discontented with myself, that's all, and 
I'm going to get out of the tall timber and see if I can't 
do something in the big world. I want to win your 
respect." 

"I respect you now. Your work as a forester seems 
to me very fine and honorable." 

"The work is all right, but I'm leaving it, just the 
same. I can't see a future in it. Fact is, I begin to long 
for a home; that lunch in your cabin started me on a 
new line of thought." 

The memory of his visit to her garden in the valley 
seemed now like a chapter in the story of a f ar-oflE com- 
munity, and she could hardly relate herself to the her- 
mit girl who served the tea, but the forester — ^whom she 
recognized as a lover — ^was becoming every moment 
nearer, more insistent. A time of reckoning was at 
hand, and because she could not meet it she was eager 
to escape — ^to avoid the giving of pain. His face and 
voice had become dear — and might grow dearer. There- 
fore she made no comment on his statement of a 
desire for a home, and he asked: 

" Don't you feel like going back to your garden once 
more?" 

"No," she answered, sharply, "I never want to see 
the place again. It is repulsive to me." 

Again a little silence intervened. *'I hate to think 
of your posies perishing for lack of care," he said, with 
gentle sadness. "If I can, I'll ride over once in a while 
and see that they get some water." 

His words exerted a magical power. She began to 
weaken in resolution. It was not an easy thing to sever 
the connection which had been so strangely established 
between herself and this good friend, who seemed each 
moment to be less the simple mountaineer she had once 
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believed him to be. Western he was, forthright and 
rough hewn, but he had shown himself a man in every 
emergency — a candid, strong man. Her throat filled 
with emotion, but she walked beside him in silence. 

He had another care on his mind. "You'd better let 
me rotmd up your household goods," he suggested. 

"Oh no. Let them go; they're not worth the eflfort." 

He insisted. "I don't like to think of any one else 
having them. It made me hot just to see that girl 
playing your guitar. I'll have 'em all brought down 
and stored somewhere. You may want 'em some 
time." 

She was rather glad to find they had reached the door 
of Carmody's office and that further confidences were 
impossible, for she was discovering herself to be each 
moment deeper in his debt and correspondingly less able 
to withstand his wistftd, shy demand. 

Mrs. Carmody, a short, fat, excited person, met them 
in the hall with a cackle of alarm. "I'm awfully glad 
you've come," she exclaimed. "Your father has been 
taken with a cramp or something." 

Helen paled with apprehension of disaster, for she 
knew that her father had been keenly suflEering all the 
morning. "Here I am, daddy," she cheerily called, 
as she entered the room. "It's all right. The inquest 
is over and we are free to go." 

Kauffman, who was lying on a cojich in a comer of 
the office, turned his face and bravely smiled. "I'm 
glad," he weakly repUed. "I was afraid they would 
call me to the stand again." 

Kneeling at his side, she studied his face with anxious 
care. "Are you worse, daddy? Has your pain in- 
creased?" 

"Yes, Nellie, it is worse. I fear I am to be very ilL'* 
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She took his hand ta hers, a pang of remorseful pity 
wrenching her heart. "Don't say that, daddy," she 
gently chided. ** Keep your good courage." She looked 
up at the ranger, who stood near with troubled brow. 
**Mr. Hanscom, will you please find Dr. Carmody and 
tell him my father needs him?" 

With a quick word of assurance he hurried away, and 
the girl, bending to the care of her stepfather, suffered 
from a full realization of the fact that he had been 
brought to this condition by the strength of his devotion 
to her. "For my sake he exiled himself, for me he has 
been assaulted, wounded, arrested" — and, looking down 
upon him in the light of her recovered sense of values, 
she became very himible. 

"Dear old daddy," she wailed, "it's all my fault. 
What can I do to make amends? You've sacrificed 
so much for me." 

Sick as he was, the old man did his best to comfort 
her, but she was still sitting on the floor, with head 
bowed in troubled thought, when Hanscom and Carmody 
hurried in. Her relief, made manifest by the instant 
movement with which she gave way to him, was almost 
childlike. 

"Oh, Doctor, I'm glad to see you!" she cried out. "I 
was afraid your legal duties might keep you." 

"Luckily my legal duties are over," he replied, quick* 
ly, "and I'm glad of it. I hope I never '11 have another 
such case." 

A brief examination convinced him that the sick 
man should be put to bed, and he suggested the Palace 
Hotel, which stood but a few doors away. 

"He can't travel to-day," he added, knowing that 
Helen had planned to take the train. 

Elauffman insisted on going. "I can walk," he said, 
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firmly. ''I fed a little dizzy, but I'll be all right in 
the coach." 

Hanscom was at his side, supporting him. **Yoa'di 
better wait a day," he said, gently; and Helen undei> 
stood and sided with him. 

Together they helped the sick man to the door and 
into the doctor's car, and in a few minutes TCanj^m^n y^^ 
stretched upon a good bed in a pleasant room. ^V^^tfa a 
deep sigh of relief he laid his head upon the soft pillow. 

''I am glad not to entrain to-day," he said. ''To- 
morrow will be better for us all." 

*' Never mind about to-morrow," said Hansoom. ''You 
rest as easy as you can." 

Helen followed Carmody into the haU. ''TeQ me 
the truth," she demanded. "Is he injured internally^* 

''It's hard to say what his injtuies are," he cau- 
tiously replied. "He's badly bruised and feverish, but 
it may be nothing serious. However, he can't tnnret 
for a few days, that's certain." 

She was not entirely reassured by his reply, and her 
voice was bitterly accusing as she said: "If he should 
die, I would never forgive myself. He came heie on my 
account." 

"There's no immediate danger. He seems stroog 
and will probably throw this fever off in a £ew houi8| 
but he must be kept quiet and cheerfuL" 

There was a rebuke in his final words, and she ao* 
oqyted it as such. "I'U do the best I can, Doctor," she 
rcgdied, and returned to her duty. 

Hanscom, divining some part of the pasrion of aetfi^ 
aocusation into which the girl had been thrown, eagqiffy 
adoB4*^'Is there something more I can do?" 

*'n you will have our bags brot^t, I shall be 
We xnay not be able to leave for several days." 
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"I'll attend to them at once, but" — ^he looked 
as if afraid of revealing something — "I may be called 
away during the afternoon on business, and if I am, don't 
think I'm neglecting you." 

"How long will you be gone?" 

"I can't tdl — ^for a day or two, perhaps." 

The thought of his going gave her a sharp pang of 
prospective loneliness. "I know you must return to 
your work," she said, slowly, "but I shall fed very help- 
less without you," and the voicing of her dependence 
upon him added definiteness and power to her regret. 

He hastened to say: "I won't go if I can possibly 
help it, be sure of that; but something has come up 
which may xoake it necessary for me to— to take a trip. 
I'll return as soon as I can. I'll hurry away now and 
bring your baggage; that much I can surely do," and 
he went out, leaving her greatly troubled by something 
unexplained in the manner of his going. 

Stopping at Carmody's, Hanscom again thanked him 
for his kindness and warned him not to say one word 
to Helen about his fight with Abe nor about the warrant 
that was hanging over him. 

"She has enough to worry about as it is," he said; 
"and if they get me, as they will, I want you to look 
after her and let me know how she gets on." 

Carmody did not attempt to minimize the seriousness 
of the opposition. "Abe can make a whole lot of trouble 
for you, in one way and another, and even if you shake 
him oiBf, you're in for a settlement with old Cuneo, who 
will reach here to-night. As near as I can discover, he's 
one of those pop-eyed foreigners who'd just as soon use 
a knife as not, and Abe will do his best to spiu* him into 
jumping you." 

"Well, looks like he'll have hard work reaching me, 
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for, unless somebody goes my bail, I'm likely to be safe 
in the 'cooler' when he gets here." 

Carmody had been decidedly friendly all through this 
troublesome week, and here was a good place for him 
to say, "I'll go your bail, Hans," but he didn't — ^he 
couldn't. He was poor and not very secure in his posi- 
tion, so he let Hanscom go out, and took up his o?m 
work with a feeling that he was playing a poor part in 
a rough game. 

The news of KauSman's illness reached kindly Mrs. 
BrinMey and moved her to call upon Helen, to o£Eer her 
services, and in the midst of her polite condolences she 
said: " Mr. Hanscom's arrest must have infuriated you. 
It did me." 

Helen ttrnied a startled glance upon her visitor. ''I 
didn't know he was arrested." 

"Didn't you? Well, he is," said Mrs. BrinUey. 

"Why; that can't be true! He was here less than an 
hour ago." 

"He's just been arrested for assatdting Kitsong." 

Helen, still unable to believe in this calamity, stam- 
mered: " But I don't understand. When did he — When 
was JKitsong — assaulted ?" 

"Last night," replied her visitor, with relish, "and 
you were the cause of it — in a way." 

"I?" 

"So the story goes. It seems Abe got nasty about 
you, and Mr. Hanscom resented it. They had a fight 
and Abe was hurt. Unless somebody bails him out the 
poor ranger will have to go to jail." 

The memory of the ranger's last look completed 
Helen's understanding of the situation, and she listened 
abstractedly while her visitor rattled on: 

"Of course, the judge can't do an3rthing, much as 
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he likes Mr. Hansoom, and I really don't see who is 
to go on his bond. He hasn't any rdatives here.'* 

At this point Helen raised her head and interrupted 
her guest's conuniserating comment. "Yes, you can do 
something for me. I wish you would ask Mr. Willingy 
the vice-president of the First National Bank, to come 
over here. I want to consult him on a most important 
business matter, and I cannot leave my father. Will 
you do this?" 

"Certainly, with pleasure. I was hoping to be of 
use," said Mrs. BrinMey, and she went away greatly 
wondering what this strange young woman could pos- 
sibly want of Mr. Willing. 

Helen, with eyes fixed on her father's still form, went 
over every look and word the ranger had uttered and 
xmderstood at last that the "little trip" he feared was 
a sentence to the cotmty jail. She was still in profound 
thought when Mr. Willing was announced. He was a 
neat, small man, whose position in the bank was larg^y 
social. Being a friend of Mrs. BrinMey, and keenly 
interested in the reports of Helen's romantic appearance 
in the court-room, he came to her door in smiling and 
elaborate courtliness. 

Helen coldly checked his gallant advances. "Mr. 
Willing," she said, with business-like brevity, "I have 
an account with the Walnut Hills Trust Company, of 
Cincinnati, and I want a part of that money transferred, 
by telegraph, to my credit in your bank. Can it be 
done?" 

"It is possible — ^yes." 

"I need these funds at once. I must have them. Will 
you please wire Mr. Paul Ljdford, president of the com- 
pany, and have five thousand dollars transferred to my 
credit in your bank?" 
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Mr. Willing was cautious. He took the name and 
address. "I will see what can be done/' he said, noQi* 
committally. "Is there an3rthing else I can do?" 

"Yes, I have just heard that Mr. Hanscom has been 
arrested. If this is true I want him bailed out fui sooot 
as possible. I don't know how these things are done, 
but I want to go on his bond. He should have a lawyer 
also. He has fallen into this trouble entirely on my 
account, and I cannot permit him to suffer. He must 
be defended." 

"I'll do what I can," responded Willing, "but, o£ 
course, the matter of release, on bail, Ues with the 
judge." 

"What judge?" 

"Probably Judge Biinkley." 

"I am glad of that. Mr. Hanscom knows Judge 
BrinMey. As soon as you hear from Mr. Lyford tefe 
me know, please." 

Meanwhile Hanscom had been stopped while faring* 
ing the valises to the hotel and was now in Throqp's care. 
Each hour seemed to involve the ranger deeper, ever 
deeper, in his slough of troubles, for it was reported that 
Cuneo had 'phoned in from the Cambria power-dam 
saying he would reach the town in two hours, and one 
who had talked with him said the receiver burned hie 
ear, so hot was the sheepman's wrath. 

Helen, greatly troubled, in an agony of impatienoe 
awaited Willing's return, and the housekeeper of the 
hotel, who came to offer her advice, did not help to 
tranquillity. 

*'It*8 a good thing the ranger's locked up," she said, 
^'for dd Ctmeo, father of the girl, is in town and oo 
At ranger's trail with blood in his eye." 

Of course the eager gossip did not know that tba 
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ranger and this handsome girl were something more than 
acquaintances, hence she felt free to enlarge upon and 
embroider each scrap of rumor, after the fashion of her 
kind, and Helen had great difficulty in concealing her 
increasing anxiety and self-accusation. 

" Don't say any of these things in my father's hearing," 
she sharply urged. "He must be kept free from excite- 
ment." 

It was a singular, a most revealing experience for 
Helen to find that her deepening care for her stepfather 
and a grave sense of responsibility toward Hanscom 
were bringing out decision and determination in her 
own character. She increased in vigor and perception. 
"They shall not persecute this man because he is poor 
and alone," she declared, recalling with keen sense of 
pity his frank statement that all his property consisted 
of a couple of ponies, a saddle, and a typewriter. 

She could not leave her father till a nurse came, and, 
as there was no telephone in her room, she could only 
wait — ^wait and think, and in this thinking she gave 
large space to the forester. Her apathy, her bitterness 
were both gone. She was no longer the recluse. The 
mood which had made her a hermit now seemed both 
futile and morbid — and yet she was not ready to return 
to her friends and relatives in the East. That life she 
had also put away. "What if I were to make a new 
home — somewhere in the West?" she said, and in this 
speculation the worshipful face of the ranger came dear 
before her eyes. 

She was restless and aching with inaction when a hall- 
boy announced the return of Mr. Willing, and, stepping 
into the hall, she discovered an entirely different Mr. 
Willing. He was no longer gallant; he was quietly re- 
spectful. With congratulatory word he handed to her 
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two tel^;ranis, one addressed to her, the other to the 
bank. One was from the prestdent of the Wahmt WDa 
Trust Company. It read: *' Place five thonsand doBani 
to Miss McLaren's credit. See that she wants for noCb- 
ing. Report if she needs be^. Her family is greatiy 
alarmed. Any information concerning her will be deq>- 
ly appreciated. Ask her to report at oooe." 

The other was to Helen from Mr. Lyford, whom she 
had known for many years. Assheieadherfsioefitiahed 
and her eyes misted; then a sjkming tide of power, a 
sense of security, swept over her. 

"After all, I am alive and yoong and rig^btfol owner 
of this money/' she saidtoheraeH ^'Iwilldaimitaod 
use it for some good purpose, and at tins moment, lAmt 
better purpose than to see that a brave, good man shall 
not lie in prison?" And, thanking the beaker for hif 
aid, she added: **It Mr. Rawlins, flie aup ei viii or, » gtM 
in town, I wish you would find hhn and ttdclnm to oome 
to me; tell him I want to see him immediatciy/' 

T^^lUng took occasion, as he went tfaiocts^ tlie-hotd 
office down-stairs, to call the propr i et o r adde and ny: 
"Anything Miss McLaren wants you'd better sappfy. 
She's able to pay." 

The landlord, who had shared the general mmpkioa 
abroad in the community, stared. *'Axe yoa map of 
that? I was just wondering about tiiese foBoB. Tbqr 
have Hie reputation of being as poor as Job's off col" 

''Tou needn't worry. The ffA has a ^^•^•"fT ^ our 
faaiik of several thousand dcdhffs." 

''Tott don't teU me!" exclaimed the 
' ^WObag went on, miootfaly: **. g 

poilar and put an extension '{dbooe m r ' 
jwedt. a trsdbed ntuse, but ni attend ; 

iee to tlie *phone." 
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In theory, we all despise money; in fax^, we find it of 
wondrous potency. Behold this hotelkeeper mentally 
taking his feet from his desk and removing his hat 
when he learned that one of these hermits had tmlimited 
credit at the bank. Mr. Willing's cashier was also 
deeply impressed and puzzled. 

**What did such a girl mean by living away up there 
with that Shellfish gang of rustlers and counterfeiters? 
What's the idea?" he asked, irritably. "She certainly 
has acted like a fly-by-night up to this time." 

"Well, she's established herself now. Her connec- 
tions are first class," Willing rejoined. "Here's another 
telegram from Louisville asking full information con- 
cerning Miss McLaren and Arnold KaufEman. They 
don't stop at expense. Evidently they have all been in 
the dark about the girl's whereabouts and want the facts. 
Some story to put into a telegram, but I'll do my best." 

"Don't scare *em," cautioned Knight. "Say she's 
all right and surrounded by friends." 

Willing took his turn at smiling. "Didn't look that 
way this morning, did it? But she's all right now — ex- 
cept that she's terribly wrought up over Hanscom's 
predicament." 

"Well, no wonder. As near as I can figger, he's 
stood by her like a brother-in-law, and the least she can 
do is to stick around and help him out." 

Conditions between Helen and the ranger were now 
precisely reversed. It was she who was eagerly trying 
to save him from the prison cell. She was alarmed, also, 
by the prediction nmde by the housekeeper that if the 
ranger were released on bail he would only be out of 
the frjong-pan into the fire, for old Cuneo would surdy 
meet him and demand satisfaction. 

"Perhaps if I were to see Cuneo," she thought* "I 
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could persuade him that Mr. Hanscom had no wish to 
involve Margarita — ^that her arrest was only, in a way, 
incidental to Busby's capture." 

She said nothing of this resolution, but sent a note 
to Throop, requesting him to let Rawlins know that 
she was ready to bail Hanscom. "It will be a great 
injustice if he is held on my account." 

Throop replied in person, for he liked Helen and was 
eager to do Hanscom a favor. **Yes," he said, "Hans 
is in jail, but not in a cell, and I think Rawlins will 
succeed in reaching the judge and so get out the writ 
this afternoon.** 

"Is there not some way for me to help? How much 
bail is needed?** 

"Well, all depends on the judge. The charge the 
Kitsongs bring is pretty serious. They call it assault 
with a deadly weapon, and 1*11 have to testify that 
Hans was armed when I came into the scrap — and yet 
Simpson says he left the hotel without his gun — Simp- 
son declares Hanscom said: *I*m safer without it. I 
might fly mad and hurt somebody with it!* As I say, 
I didn*t see the beginning of the battle, but when I 
broke into it, 'peared to me more like a dozen armed 
men were attacking Hans. They had him jammed up 
against the wall. He was fighting mad — I must admit 
that, and later he had a gun. Where he got it, I don't 
know. However, that shouldn't count against him, 
for he was only defending himself as any citizen has a 
right to do.** 

"Stirely the judge will take that into account?" 

"He will; but you see the witnesses are mostly all 
Abe's friends. And then Hans did begin it — he admits 
he jolted Abe. However, the case will come up before 
Brinkley, and he's friendly. He'll do all he can." 
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"Could I see him — ^I mean the judge?" 

"Better not. Judges are fairly testy about 
* seen.' It would look bad — especially after it got noised 
around that you had money to spend on the case." 

"Anyhow, Mr. Rawlins must let me relieve him of 
the financial part of the burden. It may not be easy for 
him to sign such a bond." 

"It isn't easy — now, that's the. truth," admitted 
Throop. "You see, he's only a young fellow on a 
salary, and it means a whole lot to a man just starting 
a home. He might have to pledge his entire outfit." 

"Don't let him do that— he mustn't do that! Tell 
him that I will assume all the hazard." 

Throop extended a big paw in a gesture of admira- 
tion and his throat needed clearing before he spoke. 
"You're all right!" he said. "Hans is in big luck to 
have you on his side." 

She submitted to his grip with a fine glow in her face. 
"I must be on his side, for he has been on my side all 
along. He was the one soul in all this land that I 
could trust." 

Throop's statement concerning Rawlins was right. 
To put up a thousand-dollar bond was a serious ntiatter. 
It meant pledging his whole fortune, and the case was 
made the more serious by reason of the probable dis- 
approval of the district office, and yet he liked Hanscom 
too well not to do all he could for him. Hanscom, who 
realized quite clearly his former chief's predicament, 
urged him not to sign. 

"The office won't like it. Jack — especially as I have 
quit the work." 

They were in the midst of a heated discussion of this 
point (in Throop's office) when the sheriff returned from his 
interview with Helen. He entered wearing a broad smile. 
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"I've got something for you, Mr. Supervisor. I've 
got you a date with the handsomest girl in the county." 

Rawlins remained cakn. "There's only one girl in 
the world for me, and she's in Cambria, getting 
supper for me. However, I'm interested. Who is the 
lady?" 

Throop dropped his htmiorous mask. ' ' Miss McLaren 
wants to see you. She's fairly anxious about Hans — 
wants to go on his bond with you, or instead of you." 

Hanscom gazed at the sheriff in silence, but Rawlins 
exclaimed: "Bless the girl! That's fine of her, but does 
she realize what going on this bond means?" 

"She does, and she's willing to back Hans with two 
thousand dollars if necessary." 

Rawlins, frankly astonished, asked: "Two thousand 
dollars! Has she got it?" 

"She has, and a good deal more. Willing of the 
First National has been in touch with her people back 
East, and apparently there's no end to what they're 
ready to do for her. Somebody, a brother or cousin, 
has come to her rescue like a savings-bank. Hans, you 
do beat the devil for luck. I was ready to congratulate 
you before — ^now I am just pltunb, low-down envious." 

So far from filling the forester with joy, this news 
threw him into dark despair. If Helen turned out to 
be rich his case was even more hopeless than he had 
imagined it to be. It was sweet to be so defended, so 
rescued, but it was also disheartening. With wealth 
added to the grace which he adored in her, she was lifted 
far beyond his reach. 

"Don't let her go on the bond," he said at last; "it's 
splendid of her, but if she does that she will be kept 
here, and I know she is crazy to get away, and we must 
not let her any deeper into this muss of mine." 
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Rawlins rose. "Well, I'll go see her, anyway. Tm 
for letting her help out if she's able and feels like it.'* 

Throop followed him out and down the walk. "That 
girl's getting terribly interested in Hans — and she has 
a right to be. No man could have put in better work 
for a woman than he did for her. She says it's all her 
fault — ^and so it is, in a way." He chudded. "Rather 
dashes him to find out she's a moneyed person, don't 
it? But what's the odds? He needn't complain, if she 
don't." 

Helen's deepening interest in the forester expressed 
itself in the pleasure she took in discussing with Rawlins. 
the means of setting him free. 

"All you have to do," the supervisor explained, "is 
to appear before the judge, deposit a certified cheeky 
and sign the paper wMch the law demands." 

" Let us go at once," she said. " My father is slee^nng 
now and the housekeeper will sit with him. I can slip 
away for an hour." 

"The sooner the quicker," agreed Rawlins. 

While she was gone on a cautious inspection of the 
sick-room a messenger-boy came to the door with a 
telegram. "Gee! but the company is doing business 
to-day!" he remarked to Rawlins, with a grin. "Here's 
another fat one." 

Rawlins gently pushed him into the hall. "That 11 
do for you, son," he said. "Fat or thin, you deliver 
your goods and keep still." 

The message was indeed a "fat one," and came, 
Helen said, from a sister in Chicago, and expressed great 
anxiety to know exactly what conditions were. "Do 
you need me?" the writer demanded. "If you do, I 
will start at once. Let us hear from you. We are all 
very anxious." 
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Though visibly affected by this appeal, Helen's reply 
was brief. " No need of you. I am well and returning 
East soon. Have all I need." 

This she handed in to the operator herself as she and 
Rawlins were on the way to Judge BrinMey's cffice; 
and then with the thought of possibly getting away in 
a day or two she asked of Rawlins: "When will Mr. 
Hanscom*s trial come off?" 

** Not for several weeks, I fear, unless we can do some- 
thing to have it put forward. You see, they've all con- 
spired to make it a case for the County Court, but the 
judge may be able to throw it back into the Justice 
Court, where it really belongs. At the worst, Hans 
should only be fined, but, of course, we can't say a 
word. We can only wait till the hearing." 

A few hours ago she would have been fiercely impatient 
at this prospect of delay, but now, most strangely, she 
found herself accepting, without protest, a further stay 
in the town, for it came as a part of her pledged service 
in the aid of an imselfish young man, and she was defi- 
nitely, distinctly moved at the thought of helping him. 

'*By the way, Mr. Rawlins, I notice you call Mr. 
Hanscom Hans. Is that his christian name?" 

**0h no, that's only his nickname. He signs his re- 
ports L. J. Hanscom. I think his real name is Lawrence. 
I don*t know why everybody calls him 'Hans' — ^prob- 
ably because he is so friendly and helpful. Everybody 
likes him except that Shellfish Valley crowd, and they 
feel, I suppose, that I put him down here to keep tab 
on them, which is the fact. They're a nest of bad ones 
— a lot of hold-overs from the past — and would have 
frozen him out long ago if they could." 

Knowing the ranger's first name seemed to bring him 
still nearer, and she began to feel a little uneasy about 
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the way in which he might take her share in his liberation. 
"Suppose he should misread it!" 

On the street comer near the judge's office they en- 
countered a dozen men, grouped around a small, dark» 
middle-aged citizen with very black hair, a long mus- 
tache, and a fumed-oak complexion, who seemed to be 
monologuing for the enlightenment of the crowd. He 
looked like a Mexican, or some exile from the south oi 
Europe, and as Helen and Rawlins paused for a moment 
they heard him say in a voice of pathetic softness: "I 
blame nobody but heem. Hart Busby. He steal my girl 
away. I have no fight with any one else." 

This was the dreaded Cuneo, the father of Margarita* 
whose coming promised death to the ranger! The 
imaginary savage with ready knife, the iofuriated giant 
with blazing eyes, gave place to the actuality of this 
gentle, stricken, melancholy little sheepherder, who had 
no insane desire to avenge himself on any one, mudi less 
on Hanscom. Helen's resolution to meet and placate the 
dreaded Basque gave place to pity and a sense of relieC. 

Rawlins viewed the matter htmiorously and laughed 
softly. * ' Hans needn't worry about that little mongrel." 

"He has suffered — ^he is suffering now," Helen replied. 
"I wish he might have his girl and take her home." 

Judge Brinkley's chambers consisted of two large 
rooms stacked with law-books to the ceiling, and in the 
outer one a couple of rough-looking men and a dis- 
couraged-looking little woman were sitting, waiting for 
an interview. Ordinarily Helen would have passed the 
woman without a second thought; now she wondered 
what her legal troubles might be. 

The judge gave precedence to Helen and the super- 
visor and invited them to his private office at onoe. 
Although he had some inkling of the romantic attach- 
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ment between the ranger and this fine young woman, 
he did not presume upon it in any way, even in his 
answer to her questions. 

**I hardly think a serious case can be made out 
against Hanscom," he said, "but you will soon know, 
for a preliminary hearing will be granted within a day 
or two. Meanwhile," he added, "I am very glad to 
issue an order for his liberation on bond." 

Helen thanked him most warmly, and, with the writ 
of release in hand, Rawlins asked if she would not like 
to present it to the sheriflE himself. At first she declined, 
thinking of her own embarrassment, but as she recalled 
the unhesitating action with which Hanscom had always 
acted in her affairs, she changed her mind and consented, 
and with her consent came a strong desire to let him 
know that her gratitude had in it something personal; 
Secretly she acknowledged a wish to see his rugged, 
serious face light up with the relief which the release 
would bring. His mouth, she remembered, was singu- 
larly refined and his smile winning. 

On the way Rawlins spoke of Hanscom's resignation 
in terms of sincere regret. "If he will only stay in the 
service, I am sure he will be promoted; but I cannot 
blame him for feeling lonely." 

At the jail door Helen's self-consciousness increased 
mightily. Her resolution almost failed her. 

"What will he think of me coming to him in this way?'* 
was the question which disturbed her, and she was deep- 
ly flushed and her pulse quickened as Rawlins, quite 
imconscious of her sudden panic, led the way into the 
sheri£E's office and with eager haste presented her to 
Throop, who greeted her with the smile and gesture of 
an old acquaintance. 

The supervisor lost no time. "We've come on buai- 
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"I cannot imagine how it happens that you are here 
Sn this rough country, but I am glad you are. I shall 
be glad all my life— even if you go away and forget 
me. 

"I shall not forget you," she replied, "not for what 
you've done, but for what you are." And in this declara- 
tion lay a profound significance which the man seized 
and built upon. 

"I am not even a forest ranger now. I am nothing 
but a dub — and you — ^they say are rich — ^but some day 
I'm going to be something else. I haven't any right — 
to ask anjrthing of you — not a thing, but I must — ^I 
can't think of you going entirely out of my life. I want 
you to let me write to you. May I do that?" 

Her answer was unexpected. "You once spoke erf 
getting a transfer to a forest near Denver. If you should 
do that, you might see me occasionally — ^for I may 
make my home in Colorado Springs." 

He stopped and they faced each other. "Does that 
mean that you want me to stay in the service?" 

Her face was pale, but her eyes were glowing. "Yes." 

His glance penetrated deeper. "And you will wait 
for me?" 

"As long as you think it necessary," she answered, 
with a smile whose meaning did not at once make itself 
felt, but when it did he reached his hand as one man 
to another. She took it, smiling up at him in foil 
understanding of the promise she had made. 

"Right here I make a new start," he said. 

"I shall begin a new life also," ^e replied, and they 
Walked on in silence. 
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boys galloping on their borders. She began to express 
a bitter opposition to all that the land-boomers call 
''civilization." She openly resented every wire fence, 
every irrigating - ditch, and correspondingly rejoiced 
whenever she saw a man moving in leather leggings or 
supporting a broad hat, and, though apparently a sweet- 
tempered, tolerant child, grew impatient of the com- 
plaints of her mother and the exclamations of her aunts, 
who clicked their tongues over what they called "this 
desolate and awful country." 

To the girl the land was glorious with Wild West 
literary associations. Indians, white explorers, blue- 
clad soldiers had chased the buffalo over these smooth 
swells and around these castellated buttes. On the 
banks of some of these small streams Cheyenne and 
Crow villages had once stood and naked priests had 
worshiped the sun in ceremonial dances. It spoke of 
Roosevelt, Remington, Wister, as well as of Red Cloud 
and Sitting Bull. And when at last the mountains up- 
reared, lifting their dim, blue, snow-lined summits above 
the walls of pine-clad foot-hills, she glowed with joy; 
and even Thatcher, world-weary old broker that he was, 
began to take heart. He had been so long on the hot 
plain that the sight of snow-streaked peaks, even though 
many miles distant, gave his flabby sensoritmi a slight 
tremor of delight. 

It was a question concerning the peaks which brought 
about closer acquaintance between the girl and the 
Plummers, who were on the same car. It happened that 
Plummer, who was a Washington botanist, knew this 
range from personal inspection and could locate all the 
points of interest in it. This established him jBrmly in 
Emily's regard. She was indeed vastly excited when she 
found that he not only knew the ranch to which she and 
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her elders were going, but that he and his wife were on 
their way to botanize in that region. 

She peppered him with questions: "What is it like?" 
"Will my mother and father enjoy it?" "Are there any 
horses and cowboys there?" etc., etc. 

To all these the doctor smilingly replied, "It is in a 
small valley high in the hills, and everything is very 
rough — ^log cabins, tents, pine tables, benches — " 

"Oh!" she breathed. "That is what I want." 

"And there are horses," he went on. "But I fear 
there are very few cowboys. You see, the camp is cm a 
national forest, and while there are cattle, there is very 
little in the way of herding or ranch life." 

She was plainly disappointed, and Plmmner tried to 
soften the blow. "But it is glorious up there, and I've 
no doubt you can find a small round-up down in the 
valley somewhere." 

This comforted her a little. "I hope Sherman is a 
typical cow town," she remarked after a pause. 

Again he apologized. " I'm afraid you'll find Sherman 
rather tame. I'm sorry to say it is quite civilised. It 
has street-cars, electric lights, and all that." 

"Oh, what a shame!" she wailed, resentfully. 

She resented the automobile stages which took them 
all up the valley from the railway terminal next day. 
The fields of wheat and oats — ^proper enough in lOinsiBf*— 
offended her sight, but she lifted admiring eyes to the 
great peaks and was comforted. "Think oi it," At 
said, with shining eyes; "to-night we'll be in Paradjse 
Park!" 

Paradise Park lies high in the foot-hills ot the fraafc 
range of the Rocky Mountains and midway on the trail 
to Cloud Chief-— the great granite peak which kccb the 
Rampart Range for two htmdred miUs^^aiid oa the 
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western edge of this little meadow, among the pines, 
Steve Marrowby some years ago established a summer 
resort. Beginning it merely as a hunters' lodge, he had 
prospered, until at this time he had accommodations 
for half a hundred guests, and for prices was not out- 
done by any landlord in the forest, as his circular attested. 

Emily shouted with pleasure when, after a long, crawl- 
ing ride, the wagon topped the divide, and the little 
group of log cabins which made up Paradise Lodge 
appeared in the valley to the west, but Mrs. Thatcher 
exdaimed: 

"Is that all there is to it? Why, it's nothing but a 
campr 

** What did you expect ?" demanded the girl. " Frendi 
chateaux with hot and cold water in every room?" 

**But it all looks so tiny — and so rude." 

"It will look bigger when you get to it," replied the 
daughter. 

But it didn't. The log walls were mud-chinked, and 
the wash-stands, made out of dry-goods boxes, and the 
oil-lamps and rude toilet facilities, struck dismay to 
the hearts of all the elderly women. 

"How can we endure sudi barbaric conditions?" they 
said, one to the other. 

Emily was ecstatic. She adored every ingenious em- 
ployment of the woodsman's ax, every dry-goods booc 
which contrived to be a wash-stand, and the signs of wild 
life on the walls of the dining-room. She was instantly 
for personally handling the row of guns whidi filled a 
rack on the west side of the reading-room. It was all 
romance to her. 

" Are there big game animals here?" she asked of Steve 
as he smilingly warded her away from his rifles. 

"Lots of them," he replied. "Can you shoot?" 
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"I never did, but I'm going to learn," she firmly de- 
clared; '*but first of all I want to ride." 

Half an hour after landing from the wagon this rare 
daughter of New England was to be seen in the middle 
of the horse-corral selecting her steed and its equip- 
ment. 

"I want a man's saddle," she said, "and a man's 
horse," and she appropriated the only Navajo blanket 
on the place — one which belonged to the hostler. 

She insisted also on a spur to her heel, and when her 
mother saw her next it was on a bronco, her sleeves 
rolled up, and a large bandanna aroimd her neck. Up 
and down the meadow before the stables she tore, trying 
out her mount, mad with delight of the motmtain air, 
her freedom, and the saddle. In two hours she was on 
terms of adoring friendship with the horse-wrangler, a 
big, slow-motioned, low-voiced young rancher whose 
skill with the noose was at once her high admiration and 
her despair. 

** I*m going to learn the trick," she said. 

This wrangler appealed to her as "the real thing." 

"He looks exactly like the figures drawn to illustrate 
Owen Wister," she said, and she soon found out — ^through 
Steve — that he had been all kinds of miner, cowboy, and 
rancher, and that everybody deferred to him on the 
subject of horses. 

She liked his tone of authority. 

"No," he said, decisively, "you can't ride that horse 
with a snaffle bit; he won't stand for it. That saddle's 
too big for you. Here's one more like your size." And 
to every command she gave instant and delighted obe- 
dience. 

"My name," he said, in answer to her question, "is 
Dimmock. Leastwise, that's the way I call it, but dovm 
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in Georgia, where I was bom» I've heerd they speak it 
Dismock." 

The fact that he was of Southern birth added another 
touch of romance to him, but the girl said, ''I'm glad 
you were raised in the West." 

"I never was regularly raised," he said; **my folks 
trailed into Kansas when I was a two-year-old and kept 
moving tiU they got picketed out, way down in the San 
Juan Valley. They're there yet. I broke away." 

He was no yearling — ^that was evident even to the 
girl. Scars of battle were on his face, and yet it was 
attractive in spite of them. Indeed, Emily was es- 
pecially interested in these signs of the world's rough 
hand. They excited her imagination, making the pale 
faces of the Eastern men seem efEeminate, colorless, 
almost unwholesome, by contrast. 

As a matter of fact. Curt was just a shiftless prospector, 
no good for anything under heaven but just what he was 
doing. In the winter he hunted a little, mined a little, 
for he had what he called a ''lead" up in the pass, but, 
as Steve said, ** the ore would have to be pretty near solid 
gold to make it pay to bring it out." But Curt was sure 
he had a forttme in this mine. 

For a few days Emily, as the only girl in the camp, 
was a noticeable feature, and even when one or two 
others came in she continued to be the chief attrao 
tion so far as the men were concerned. Eager, vivid, 
overflowing with vitality, she held every glance so long 
as she was in the field of vision and carried the imagina- 
tion of men with her after she had passed. Her vigor 
and spirit were amazing. Early in the morning she 
might be seen clothed only in a bathing-suit and moc« 
casins, running like a partridge down the trail on her 
way to a sunrise plunge in the icy water of the river, 
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and half an hour later, in her skirt oi khaki, with high^ 
tan riding-boots, she habitually hurried to the corral 
to mount her horse for the early round-up. 

This was indeed a special favor from Curt, who held 
her pony on picket overnight in order that she might 
help him wrangle the horses from the wide pasture be- 
hind the pine-trees of the upper valley, but as Thatcher 
and his wife considered Dimmock a bdng of such inferior 
order that his age and sex did not count, they made no 
objection to their daughter's trips with the rough horse- 
wrangler, setting down her love of the corral to a tem- 
porary girlish craze. 

In less than a week she was spending half her time 
with Dimmock, learning to throw a rope or mend a 
cinch, chatting away meanwhile in such easy comrade- 
ship that the wrangler himself forgot her wealth, her 
culture, and treated her almost like a boy — almost, but 
not quite, for once or twice something avid and furtive 
came into his face. 

Many of the boarders observed and guardedly spoke 
of this curious intimacy, and once the stage-driver 
chaflEed Curt about his ** assistant," but no one took it 
seriously, except one of the waiters, a young student 
from a Western university who was working out his 
vacation in the dining-room. To him the girl was of 
angelic charm from the first, and to see her so free with 
a horse-wrangler troubled lum. He was hurt, too, be- 
cause, while a very good-looking fellow himself, he got 
from her only that impersonal kindness which we give 
to those who serve us indoors. 

The girl did not know his full name, for everybody 
called him Roy, but that she liked him was evident, 
for she always smiled at him, with gentle patronage, and 
called a kindly "Good morning" as she met him, and 
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yet in her eyes was that expression which a gentle superior 
maintains toward a capable servant, and this the young 
student understood and resented most bitterly. 

He was younger than Cturt Dimmock and somewhat 
smaller, but a fine, upstanding yotmgster for all fhat, 
with a thatch of dark hair and a pair of moody, brown 
eyes. He lived — with a trunkful of books — in a tiny 
tent just back of the kitchen, and all his free time was 
spent in study. He kept himself well in hand, but each 
meal increas^ his desire to let the girl and her fsLiher 
know that he was no common "biscuit-shooter," and 
every day added to his dissatisfaction with Emily's 
almost constant companionship with the wrangler. 

"Able side partner you've got there. Curt," said Ben 
Farley, the mail-carrier, one day. 

Curt smiled, but his smile was not quite frank. "She 
sure is a live wire. She has me jumpin' to keep up with 
her." 

"That's the way with these city girls — ^'pears like 
they're so blame sick of silks and satins, parlors and 
marble bathrooms and such like luxuries, that they just 
want to chaw bacon and wear buckskin as soon as they 
get out here." 

Old Ben had hit pretty dose to the heart of the 
case. In roping and saddling horses Emily felt that in 
some way she was supplementing life. Prom city streets 
and boarding-school discipline she had reacted with a 
kind of fia^age joy to the mud and flies and ill-smelling 
saddle blankets of Dimmock's domain, thrilling, no 
doubt, with a delicious sense of adventure, such as a 
child might feel in stroking the head of a lion. The foct 
that Curt was not considerate, or even courteous, and 
that she met him on the barnyard plane, gave him 
singular charm. She admired his enormous, quiet 
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strength, his bronzed faxie, and his low, contemptuous 
voice. He appealed to something primitive in her, some- 
thing savage and irresponsible, and very sweet. She 
made other friendships and she had other interests, and 
yet the keenest pleasure of her day lay in those mad 
gallops after the herd at dawn, those early rides when 
all the world was jeweled with dew and odorous with 
morning winds 

What splendid rushes were necessary in rounding up 
the reluctant ponies! What keen joy in watching Curt 
go tearing down a rocky slope, sitting on his horse in 
that upright, supple fashion which she was trying so 
hard to attain! His very oaths were mtisic to her, for 
once Roy heard her say to Steve, "Doesn't Curt curse 
deliciously? He's like a splendid old pirate." 

Even the smell of his oflSce, that powerful, sweaty 
smell, gave her a satisfying sense of the male savage, 
and she liked his indifference to clothes. "I can't go 
fancy rigs like Steve's," he once said to her, poking his 
thumb at Marrowby — ^who wore, eternally, a khaki 
riding-suit cut in English style — and she was glad ctf the 
fact that Curt made no change of garments on her ac- 
count. Day by day he continued to wear, even on Sun- 
day, the same brown duck trousers and blue-checked 
shirt. 

A singular fascination lay in all this graceful slovenli- 
ness. It appealed to something deeply hidden in the 
girl's soul, and as Roy saw her gazing at Cturt with 
wondering and delighted eyes, catching up and using 
his picturesque slang with greater joy than she had 
ever shown in the memorizing of tiie most exquisite 
bits of song, he wondered tmeasily where it would all 
end. ''Why don't her father interfere?" he thought. 

At first she spoke of Curt with childish frankness, re- 
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peating to her people at the table many of his character- 
istic phrases, with a joy which they indtdged as a kind 
of literary interest in a supremely "Western character/' 
but as the days passed she said less and less, for some- 
thing deeper — something elemental which neither she 
nor they precisely understood — was stirring: a passion 
which at last induced Dimmock to believe that she might 
come entirely tmder his control. 

He was not quick to reach, or at least to express, this 
assumption. He was not a boob. He knew Ids danger; 
his attitude remained that of a kindly carpenter whose 
movements are followed by an adoring boy. Emily still 
puzzled him a little, for, tiiough he was not without ex- 
periences with women, he had Uttle knowledge of girls 
like this. Gradually, as he studied her actions and 
pondered her words, he began to perceive that in her lay 
a golden opportunity. That the Thatchers were rich 
— ^fabulously rich — ^he knew, and the temptation was 
very great. In his carefully guarded face and voice a 
close observer might have read a cynical decision to take 
what was oflEered him. 

He had the grace to admire his adorer, and though he 
considered her a child, he took pleasure in the lightness 
of her step, and the beauty of her rounded bosom touched 
him deeply. He came at last to a certain proprietorship 
ia her. "Don't do that," he said to her one morning. 
*' Roll yoiir sleeves down. I hate these fool women who 
go aroimd with sunburnt arms." And she meekly, 
smilin^^ly, rolled her sleeves down. 

When others were about he was careful to make no 
open change in his attitude. It was only involuntarily 
*— in the gleam of his eyes, in certain changes in his voice 
— ^that he discovered to any one his growing confidence. 
"Wliat he said, what he did on those long morning rides 
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T?dth the girl, no one could report but Emily, and she 
was growing reticent. 

Meanwhile young Haley's love was strength^iing, 
and his eyes — ^the eyes of a jealous lover — were keen. 
His distrust of Curt, his anxiety for the girl, made it 
difficult for him to continue in his humble rfile as waiter, 
for the cook — ^an irritable fellow — Shaving taken a dislike 
to him, neglected his orders, thus making it impossible 
for Roy properly to serve his patrons. Delays took 
place, and once or twice Thatcher sharply reprimanded 
him for being slow. This stung the student almost to 
revolt, but there was balm in the words of apology which 
Emily kindly added, and he struggled to maintain peace. 
"If it weren't for mussing up the meal," he said to 
the cook, **I'd throw you out the window." 

Marrowby sensed the feud in the kitchen, and natu- 
rally sided with the cook, for cooks were scarce and Peter 
was a good cook. 

Poor Haley! He studied no more. His adoration 
for the girl, his distrust of Dimmock, and his hatred 
of the chef filled his days with unrest and his nights with 
care. 

The boy confided at last in Dr. Plummer, the tall, 
lean botanist, but only up to the point of expressing the 
disgust he felt for his job. Plummer had some knowl- 
edge of the boy's love, for he had seen him writhe under 
Emily's sweet patronizing of a morning, as she came upon 
him using the broom or as he "stood to attention" while 
they entered the dining-room. Knowing that this 
forced him into violent contrast with Curt's calm and 
insolent independence, he suffered intensely. 

** I never *11 do this kind of thing again," he said to the 
doctor. 

Early one morning, as the doctor and Haley were fitting 
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out one of the lads with a fishing-pole, Emily came out of 
her tent, dressed as usual for the plunge, and started 
down the path. At the same moment Curt Dimmock 
stepped from behind one of the cabins down the trail 
and joined her, as if intending to walk with her. 

Haley, white with fury, pointed. "See there!" 

Plummer called: "Oh, Curt! Come here and tell us 
what kind of flies we ought to use." 

Dimmock spoke a few words to Emily and surlily made 
off toward the stable. 

Haley looked at Pltunmer, and in that moment the 
scientist understood the lover. Roy tensely said: "She 
must not ride or walk with that man alone. He's a 
scoundrel. You must speak to her father!" 

His face, his voice, filled the older man with a new 
sense of the imminent tragic blend in human life. Here 
as a sudden blaze was the fierce passion which produces 
the murderer. He calmed the boy as best he could, 
assuring him that a mere assault on Curt's character 
would not only alienate the girl's good will, but might 
arouse a deeper love for the wrangler. And then, on the 
impulse of the moment, he added: " 1*11 have a talk with 
Mrs. Plummer. She can speak to the mother better 
than I." 

The boy's face lighted up. "You're right. Don't 
take my word for it. Ask Steve about Curt — ^he knows 
him." 

In speaking of Roy to his wife the doctor said: "I 
like young Haley. He's the kind of youth whose 
aspirations are sure to carry him far, but will you tell 
me why that girl turns away from him to that worthless 
horse-wrangler ?' ' 

Mrs. Plummer was equally suspicious of Curt, but it 
was not easy for her to go to Mrs. Thatcher and say, 
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" My dear, do you realize that your daughter is in danger 
of committing herself to a big, brutal frontiersman?" 
She temporized, she waited, she pondered. "Mrs, 
Thatcher is not the kind of woman who invites advice/' 
she said; ** she might resent my warning." 

That night Plummer said to Haley: "You're at an 
appalling disadvantage. As a waiter you can never 
win Emily's respect. Can you ride?" 

His face brightened. "You bet I can. I grew up on 
a ranch in Nebraska." 

"Can you rope and bust a bronco, and throw the 
diamond hitch on a mule?" 

He laughed boyishly. "Sure thing!" 

"Then cut loose," said the doctor. "You can't win 
that girl's admiration by a deft handling of soup-plates." 

"I know it. But what else can I do? I need my 
wages, and, besides, I agreed to stay till September. 
I can't leave now. If I do, I'll never see her again." 

"Well, don't get impatient," said the doctor. "I've 
a plan in my head — one that may give you a chance to 
drop the character of waiter, at least for a few days.'* 

Roy caught his hand in a grip that expressed a thou- 
sand times more than his words. 

"I like yoimg Haley," said Plummer to his wife« 
"He makes me think of the time when I was a youngster, 
making my way through a little Iowa college. He has 
the tender, sacred chivalry of the fine country boy, to 
whom a pretty girl is an object of adoration, and stands 
away in violent contrast to Curt, who is as conscienceless 
as a goat. I'm going to take a hand in this business," 
he said, with a gleam of fun in his eyes. 

His line of attack was through the girl, to whom he 
said one morning, ** Wouldn't you like to join my parly 
in a trip to Cloud Lake?" 
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Here was Plummer's chance. ** 1*11 take Roy on my 
camping trip. I need another man." 

Steve was disgusted. "If you want to take him at 
your own risk, you may; I won't be responsible for him. 
I'm done with him." 

Emily also saw in this an opportunity to save the youth 
from disaster. " Oh, do that !" she cried. " I'm sure he 
can be of use." 

It gave the Pliunmers genuine pleasure to see Emily 
so interested in Roy, and the doctor went to Haley's tent 
quite resigned to Steve's decision. 

The student was in deep despair, knowing that he was 
in disgrace and under sentence of banishment, but at 
sight of Plummer his hope revived. 

"Well, Roy," said the doctor, "you've done it now! 
Your career as a waiter is cut short. There's nothing 
left for you but the high hills with my party." 

He brightened instantly. "Are you still willing to 
take me?" 

"Have you a riding outfit — cowboy hat, neckerchief, 
chaps— all of it?" 

A smile came to his Ups as he perceived Pltmmier's 
meaning. "I reckon I can meet the requirements," he 
said. 

"Very good. When we see you next, let it be in full 
Western uniform," and with this hint he left him. 

When Roy came aroimd the comer of the porch next 
morning, Einily, who stood beside Plummer, cried out in 
amazement: "Why, look at Roy! Isn't he the real 
cowboy?" 

And so, indeed, he was. The "biscuit-shooter" was 
entirely lost in the trailer. His oUve-drab shirt, tall 
boots, gay neckerchief, and sombrero had quite trans- 
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formed him Interiorly, and, as it soon developed, ex- 
teriorly. His entire expression was changed. He was 
alert, assured, and self-respecting in manner. Plainly 
Richard was himself again. 

*' I hardly knew you," Emily went on. "You make a 
fine cowboy." 

** I am one," he replied. ** I rode the line pretty much 
all my life in Nebraska." 

Her face shone with new interest. "Isn't that 
splendid ! And you're going with us, Dr. Plummer says." 

He smiled gaily. " If he says so, I reckon I am." 

And thereafter she saw nothing of the servant in his 
tone or manner. 

Steve was inclined to resent the youth's attitude of 
independence. "Cut along, Haley," he interrupted, 
"and help saddle up," he commanded. 

Haley, with rebellious glance, replied, "I'm taking my 
orders from Dr. Plummer now." 

Steve was furious, but Pltimmer intervened. "You 
may take charge of the saddle-horses," he said, "and 
help as you can in the packing." 

"All right. Doctor," he said, and strode gallantly 
away. 

"What a change!" exclaimed Emily again, watching 
the swing of his fine shoulders. "Yesterday he was a 
waiter!" 

Seeing that she was in a mood to be impressed, Plum- 
mer related other details of Roy's struggle for an educa- 
tion, of his ambition to become a civil engineer, of his 
breakdown at school, and the doctor's ordering him to the 
mountains — to all of which she listened with something 
more than polite interest. 

"If I'd only known that I wouldn't have treated him 
like — ^like a servant." 
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''You can be very nice to him now and ntiake up for 
it," Pltumner smilingly suggested. 

Her mind shifted. "Doctor, Curt wants to go, but 
Steve won't consent." 

As she spoke Pliimmer discovered Curt and Steve in 
dose consultation, and imagined pretty clearly vibat the 
wrangler was demanding. Steve was shaking his head. 
**I can't spare you," he was saying. 

Steve came to Plummer. " Here's more trouble," said 
he. "Curt wants to go — insists on going— and I've 
nobody to take charge of the horses unless Haley will 
do it; and after what has occurred I don't like to ask 
it of him." 

"Keep Curt here. I don't want him," said Plummer. 

Curt moved away, but Emily remained to plead for 
him. 

"I think it's mean to keep Curt here when he's the 
only one who knows the trails. I won't go if you don't 
take him," she darkly decided. 

Here was an unexpected complication. To have the 
rivals both in camp was not Plummer's plan, but with a 
certain grim confidence in Haley he at last consented 
to take Curt as head packer, leaving Steve to get aloQ^^ 
as best he could in the corral. It was either that or 
leave the girl behind. 

Curt started in by abusing one of the horses, which 
Roy instantly resented. "Don't do that!" he sharply 
called, and Emily joined him in the protest. 

All through the tedious two hours of preparation of 
the packs, of weighing and cinching and tying, the rivals 
worked side by side in silence, save that now and then 
Curt growled a word of command, which Roy executed 
so deftly that even Emily perceived his almost equal 
skill. Deeply absorbed, she watched with care eacb 
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xninute detail of the entire prooess, hovering about, now 
on Cttrt's side of the horse, now on Haley's, as if resolved 
to know all about sling ropes and diamond hitches. 

Curt seldom looked at her, and replied to all her 
questions with surly brevity, but Roy was happy — so 
happy he even smiled at Pltumner when Dimmock mut- 
tered a curse. 

That Haley was a rival Curt had not yet distinctly 
sensed, although he resented his presence and was dis- 
posed to bully and htmiiliate him. He was irritated by 
the young fellow's unexpected readiness, and gave vent 
to his spleen once or twice by chairging him with a mis- 
take which was his own, and Roy's proof of the fact did 
not improve the wrangler's disposition. 

When the time came to start, Emily insisted on lead- 
ing. To this Plummer consented, but followed her 
closely. Roy brought up the rear of the saddle train, 
and as '* Slim" Simmons, the cook, led the pack-animals. 
Curt was left at the tail of the whole procession — a 
position which he did not relish, but which Plummer 
was firm in maintaining* "Yoxur place is there where 
you can watch your packs," he said. 

Emily was ecstatic. "This is what I've been longing 
to do!" she called back to Mrs. Plmmner, "Isn't it 
gorgeous?" 

It was. The cavalcade, moving up the trail winding 
among rocks and pines, made a thousand pictures sug- 
gestive of the pioneers and hunters of the past, and the 
feeling of having cut entirely loose from civilization 
added to the girl's exaltation. 

"Just think!" she said a little later. "Our roofs and 
all our food and beds are in those small packs on the 
boorses. This is the happiest moment of my life." 

For several hours the trail climbed oteadily. but as it 

401 



THEY OF THE HIGH TRAILS 

left the main valley it suddenly became steeper, rockier. 
Fallen trees blocked it in places, and it was Roy whose 
ax cleared the way. A pack-horse went down in a bog 
— ^Roy roped him out. Wilbor's saddle turned — ^Roy re- 
placed it and cinched it. In short, he proved himself a 
master of the trail, never at a loss, agile, fearless, and 
imweaiied, and Emily had the grace to praise him 
for it. 

There was, moreover, a bit of the poet in Roy, some- 
thing which enabled him to respond to Emily's en- 
thusiasm over the flowers, the streams, and the odors of 
the wilderness. Evidently she had entirely foi^gotten 
his period of service, for her tone was as frank in its 
expression of liking as it was when she spoke to Plum- 
mer. She used a different accent, though, when she ad- 
dressed Curt — a tone that worried Mrs. Plummer 
^eatly. It was plain that the wrangler had established 
a sinister hold upon her. She yielded, not as to an 
•equal, but as to something elemental within herself. 

It was late afternoon and the women were all tired 
and hungry when they reached the ford at the outlet of 
Cloud Lake, and yet from there the real troubles b^gan. 
The trail not only kept dose to the boggy, rocky edge 
of the water; it was filled with fallen trees and slippery 
1x)ulders, and for nearly two hours the train struggled 
through that dark and dangerous wood, leaping logs, 
plunging through pits of mire, climbing over sharp ledges 
of granite, and in all this struggle Roy's skill and patience 
came out strongly. Unwearied, alert, and resourceful, 
he raced back and forth along the line, now cutting a 
log, now rolling a boulder, now steadying a horse over a 
rock. At times he joined Curt and Simmons in bringing 
iorward the pack-horses, deftly ret3dng the dndies 
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when they worked loose; and, not to let these facts lose 
any weight, Plttmmer said to his wife, in Emily's presence, 
**Roy is a wonder!" 

Cnrt was equally effective. Though fierce and im- 
patient with his horses, his great strength and his skill 
in handling packs served the party well. Rod by rod 
the train moved forward, and at last, with one wild 
scramble over a steep rock slide, the ponies came out 
upon an exquisite Uttle meadow surrounded by enormous 
cliffs from which a sounding waterfall fell in foam. 

"Hurrah!" shouted Emily. "This is glorious! This 
is perfect!" 

On the bank of a stream, in the shelter of some pines, 
all dismounted, and while the cook set to work at his 
kitchen kit, Curt and Roy sprang to the tents, for the sun 
was almost touching the high peak to the west, and the 
women needed shelter. They worked together swiftly, 
almost without a word, for each knew predsdy what to 
do. Eager as Ctirt was to show his superiority, he 
fotmd little chance for criticism. If Roy measured and 
cut a pole, it was right. If he drove a peg, it stayed. 
Trim and true the tents rose, and at last the boughs 
for the beds were cut and ready to be laid. 

The call to supper brought an embarrassing situation. 
PluDMner had intended to leave Curt out, but Emily 
said, " Come, Curt," and thev walked over to the dining- 
tent together. 

Mrs. Plunmier, as she joined her husband, said, "We 
can't forbid Curt a seat at the table now!" 

If Emily was aware of Mrs. Hummer's resentment, 
she did not show it. On the contrary, she invited Curt 
to a seat beside her, and Mrs. Plummer at once placed 
Roy at Emily's other hand. 

The Wilbors were shocked at all this, but Phunmer 
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said, genially, '' Social distinctions don't count on the 
trail." 

Roy showed to good advantage in his new arrange- 
ment. He was neither reticent nor talkative. He 
replied naturally to questions or made comment dis- 
creetly, and at times sprang up to help Simmons serve 
the coffee or meat. He was Uke a college youth out on 
a vacation, while Dimmock, sullen and silent, was mani- 
festly ill at ease. 

Furth^more, he was not as good-looking without his 
hat. There was something mean in the shape of his 
skull, and Mrs. Plummer wondered if Emily would no- 
tice how awkwardly and rudely he ate. 

But he came to his own again around the camp! 
He taught Emily how to lay the fir branches for her bed 
and how to build a camp-fire, and when at dusk they 
all gathered about the blaze he took his place on a 
spread blanket with calm content. Plummer was forced 
to adlnire the man's picturesqueness and power. 

At his best he was heroic — even Mrs. Wilbor had to 
admit that. He had roamed far and wide over the 
West, and his stories were not only dear and dramatic, 
but singularly modest. In the light of the leaping flame 
his face expressed something of the Indian's stem grace 
and dignity, and the girl hardly took her eyes from him 
all the evening. 

Mrs. Plummer detected in her charge a growing mood 
of submission which she feared. She grew more and 
more uneasy as the night deepened. 

It was arranged that the three women were to occupy 
a tent together, and with Curt's bear stories in their 
minds Mrs. Plummer and Mrs. Wilbor insisted that their 
husbands should lie as dose to their tent as the ground 
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wotild permit. Roy, by invitation, shared the doctor's 
roof, but Cmt and the cook, scorning canvas, "made 
down*' tmder a big fir-tree on the opposite side of the 
camp-fire. 

Here again the big wrangler made an unexpected 
gain, for it pleased the girl to see him so calmly de- 
fiant of the elements. "Isn't he splendid!" she said to 
Plummer. "I'd like to sleep without a tent, too." 

Mrs. Plummer, greatly disturbed by the girl's open 
expression of admiration, drew her husband aside. 
"Why, Mitchell !" she said. " The girl is crazy about the 
man. I never dreamed it had gone so far. She's in 
danger. We must return to-morrow." 

"How can we?" replied Plummer, sharply. "What 
excuse can we give to the Wilbors? What will the 
people at the lodge think of G\xr precipitate return?" 

"I could be taken suddenly ill," she ventured; "or — 
we could tell Mrs. Thatcher the truth." 

"What is the truth?" 

"The truth is the child is mad — stark, staring mad-^ 
about that big brute! I'm scared when I think of the 
misery she seems about to plunge into." 

"Aren't you imnecessarily alarmed?" inquired her 
husband. 

"No," she replied. "I know the signs. She's help- 
less in the man's hands. A camp like this is the worst 
possible place for her just now. It makes a heroic 
figure of him. We must go back at once." 

Plummer, made uneasy in his turn, pondered this ill- 
assorted love aflfair all the evening, and in that vaguely 
lighted land between sleep and waking, the inevitable 
consequences of such a tmion loomed large. He fore- 
cast the girl's life with such a man. She must enter his 
world, for he could not possibly fit into hers. Plummer 
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imagined him sulking around, bruising her tender spirit, 
defiling her dainty mind, dragging her down to his level. 

''Curt will always be an interesting type, a study for 
a novelist; but to this passionate, imaginative, wilful 
girl he will prove a bitter disappointment. His care- 
lessness in dress, his picturesqueness, will come to be 
an intolerable offense after a year or two. How can' 
we show the girl her danger? He is already given to 
occasional drunken sprees, and these will increase in 
frequency as he grows older and less aspiring, and she 
must suffer from them." 

By daylight it had all seemed a comedy. In the 
darkness of midnight and in the excited condition oi his 
mind the action seemed likdy to become tragia 



The morning sunlight cleared away the heavier part 
of Plummer's dark imaginings, but he was still deeply 
concerned over Emily's infatuation. To his wife he 
said: "You are right. We must protect this girl against 
herself as weU as against Curt. She is dangerously 
exalted, and in her enthusiasm for the wild is likely to 
do something which she will regret all her life." 

"To set a watch on her seems poor business." 

"I know it does, but you can't let her go entirely with- 
out restraint. You are her protector for the time being 
and we've got to guard her or take her back at once." 

"That would be bad business also," said Mrs. Plinn- 
mer, quickly. "I'll try to influence her without her 
realizing it. She's such a sweet-tempered girl I'm sure 
she'U see our position and make it easy for us." 

Plummer brought up another point. "I don't like 
her seating him at the table in just that way — it looks 
as though she were insisting on having him recognizeS. 
Can't you stop that?" 

"If I do that, the whole question will have to be 
answered. She is insisting on our recognition of him 
as a man and not merely the wrangler." 

"That's all very well. I'm democratic — in the woods 
— myself, but the putting of him at her side is another 
thing entirely. Would she have done that with her father 
in the party?" 

Mrs. Plummer confessed that the girl was taking ad- 
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vantage of their lack of authority, and they both deeply 
resented the calm manner with which she again called 
Curt to the table, and yet she was so charming that 
they could not complain. They even aided her when, in 
her efforts to draw the wrangler into the conversation, 
she got into a snarl with the Wilbors. She was very 
frank and cordial with Roy also, but her manner gave 
him no encouragement. 

Curt had reason to suspect that Mrs. Plmmner was 
not on his side, for immediately after breakfast she 
proposed a climb up the mountainside, and did not 
include him in the invitation, and when Emily reminded 
her of the omission she could only say, *' I thought Cmt 
too much the cowboy to go walking.** 

"He's not a cowboy, he's a miner," said Emily. 
"Come, Curt, show them you can walk," and, catching 
him by the hand, she meirily dragged him to his feet, 
insisting on his being one of the party. 

Mrs. Pltmimer was disgusted, but her plan succeeded, 
after all, for Dimmock was still too much the horseman 
to find climbing a peak "just for the view" the job for 
a full-grown man, and as a result Roy led the way with 
Emily while Mrs. Plimmier, sweetly ignoring the 
wrangler's resentment, so managed him that he never 
once caught up with his rival. 

It was excellent comedy at the moment, and Hum- 
mer inwardly chuckled at Curt, whose day was being 
spoiled, and who was not polite enough to conceal it. 
Mrs. Plummer, though accustomed to cheerful service, 
willingly — ^rather roguishly — sacrificed her dignity and 
insisted on being aided up the steep places so that the 
yotmg people in the lead topped the rim of the crater and 
disappeared while yet she and Curt were but two-thiixls 
up the wall. 
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This did not improve the fellow's temper, and when at 
last he overtook Emily and found her seated close beside 
Roy on a huge rock overlooking the snow-lined volcanic 
chimney, he was plainly angry. 

Roy was challenging her. "Come on!" he said. "I'll 
go to the top of that peak if you will." 

As she turned from his radiant, boyish face and per- 
ceived Curt's sullen countenance, she chilled with fear 
and gave way at once. *'No, I'm going back with the 
others." 

Her acquiescence clouded one lover's face without 
lightening the other's, and Plummer was disturbed. 
"She's too submissive!" he said to his wife. 

On the way back Roy again challenged Emily to a 
race, and she was so much the child that she called, 
"Come on. Curt!" and was off, leaping down the slope 
beside Roy, her clear voice floating back up the trail 
like a bobolink's song. 

Ctirt glowered, and once or twice saw Roy offer a hand 
as she was about to cross some ridge of boulders, and 
then they disappeared, and he did not see them agam 
till they reached the meadow, far below. He disdained 
to quicken his pace; he was angry, that was evident, 
and as he plodded along ahead of Plummer, Mrs. Plum- 
mer smiled and said, * * My scheme worked out rather well, 
after all, don't you think?" 

"You're too optimistic. I see only war ahead. Curt 
is furious. Can't you warn that fool girl against that 
rufl&an?" he demanded. 

"I could — ^but would it do any good?" 

He considered. " No, I don't suppose it would. But 
something must be done. She will be completely under 
his domination in two days." 

All the afternoon Dimmock kept away from Emily, 
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and at supper he was still sullen. The girl suffered under 
his resentment, and was at her prettiest in an effort 
to restore his good humor. Indeed, she sought his for- 
giveness so openly that even the Wilbors clearly per- 
ceived the situation. 

She insisted on serving him, and from time to time 
a tender, pleading note came into her voice. All bar- 
riers of wealth, of social position, were swept away by the 
force of her passion. "What have I done?" she seemed 
to ask, and the Plummers realized that she would be 
called upon to grovel. 

They covered the situation as best they could, but 
at the end of the dessert, when Curt rose and Emily 
followed him meekly as a lamb, even the Wilbors realized 
that this was to be a most momentous interview. The 
jealous lover must be appeased. 

Roy turned white with fury, and it was to cover his 
passion that Plummer said, "We must go to the top of 
the divide to-morrow or ne3ct day." 

Side by side Emily and the wrangler sauntered from 
the camp — ^he with sullen, bent head, she with uplifted, 
graceful, beseeching face, and Roy, turning, moved 
slowly back toward the camp-fire. He could not endure 
the jests which the Wilbors exchanged. 

Mrs. Wilbor expressed an amused contempt as she 
asked, "Does Emily's mother know what is going on 
between her daughter and this hostler?" 

"She's had sufficient opporttmity to learn," Plummer 
rephed. "Emily has shown her infatuation from the 
first." 

"How do you account for such actions in a cultured 
girl like that?" 

"Too much cultivation," Plummer retorted, and his * 
wife added, "Love bloweth where it listeth." 
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"Is it love?" asked Wilbor, with a cynical grin. 

**It is — that's the worst of it. Emily has idealized 
that man into a knight." 

"Well, I've read of such cases," retorted Wilbor. 
"Cases where the daughters of millionaires eloped with 
gardeners or grooms; but this is the first time I've ever 
been a witness to the play." 

The lovers, walking slowly across the meadow, had 
reached the high rocks which lay scattered along the 
foot of the cliJBE and were standing side by side so dose 
that their shoulders almost touched. It was evident, 
even at that distance, that Emily was still tr3ring to dear 
away Curt's jealous rage. 

Haley, trembling with exdtement, came back to 
Plummer and said, " I want to speak to you." 

"Come to my tent," said Pltimmer, perceiving the 
depth of the youth's agitation. 

No sooner were they inside the door than the boy gave 
way and fell sobbing upon the bed. 

The scientist was not only startled, but quite help- 
less in the face of this outburst of primitive passion, 
which he understood only by thinking a long way back 
into his own life. It is not easy to comfort a man who 
sees another in full possession of the coveted woman, and 
it was espedally diflBcult for Pltmmier, who liked Roy 
and was disgusted with the girl whose folly at the 
moment seemed complete. 

He was about to call his wife to help him when the boy 
turned an agonized face and said: "You saw her? She 
asked him to go with her ! You must save her from him!" 

"Hush!" warned Plummer. "Don't take it so hard. 
• He isn't her master yet." 

"He will be! Don't you see that he's asking that of 
her now?" 
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Phimmer was eqtially convinced of the girl's danger, 
but did not say so. Dimmock was undoubtedly de- 
manding some gauge of loyalty from her, and she would 
give it unless — unless some one interfered* Leaving 
Roy abruptly, he went to his wife's door and signaled his 
distress with conjugal glance. 

Mrs. Plummer came at once, but her husband only 
said, carelessly, "Let's take a little walk." 

With silent comprehensbn of his purpose, she conk 
sented, and as soon as tiiey were beyond earshot she 
turned. ''What is it?" she demanded. "What has 
happened?" 

"Roy is in my tent, suffering the tortures of the 
damned," replied Plummer. " He sees the other man in 
triumphant possession of his idol, and he feels, as I do^ 
that unless you intervene at once that crasy child will 
bind herself to Curt Dimmock. It's your duty to walk 
right over there and break up that dialogue. We owe 
it to the girl's parents." 

Mrs. Plummer did not protest, for she perceived the 
gravity of her husband's mood, and they continued their 
stroll directly toward the two, who were now seated on a 
broad rock overlooking the lake. 

The scientist went on: "I fed painfuUy responsible 
in this affair. I saw her infatuation for Dimmock and' 
I didn't intend to have htm along. I should have given 
up the trip when she insisted upon his coming." 

"But that would have thrown the whole camp into 
a tumult of gossip." 

"That would have been better than helping to ruin 
her life by leaving her with that brute. We must inter- 
fere, or Roy will. He's in a desperate mood and is 
likely to assault Dimmock." 

Mrs. Plummer's face grew pale. "Is it as serious 
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that?" she said. "Well, you engage Dimmock and I'll 
admonish Emily." 

'* No !" protested Pltumner. ** Let me talk to the girl. 
You deal with the man. He'll listen to you — he would 
resent my first word, and there would be a row." 

•' What shall I say to him?" 

"Tell him that he must see the girl's parents before he 
goes any further — ^that he has no right to push his ad- 
vantage at this time." 

"What will you say to Emily?" 

" I shall say that as our guest she has no right to spc^ 
our trip by her folly and — wdl, I'll find plenty to say to 
her." 

It was a gloriously peaceful and romantic setting for 
a normal love drama. Across the lake the rugged clifEs 
rose sharply, their lofty outlines reflected in the smooth 
water with magical clearness. Not far away a stream 
fell with musical roar from a lofty pine-dad wall, and 
high over all a few long brilliantly lighted douds floated, 
almost as motionless as the peaks thexnsdves. 

Mrs. Plummer's first word to the lovers was an expres- 
sion of delight in the view, as though she had joined 
them merely to share their outlook, and the girl, who 
was genuinely fond of the Pltmmiers, did not openly re- 
sent their coming, although it was evident that she had 
been interrupted in a passionate scene, for her face was 
flushed and her voice tremulous. 

Dimmock appeared disconcerted and turned as if to 
walk away. 

"Wait a moment, Curt," called Mrs. Hummer, and 
followed him, while Plummer, more deeply exdted than 
he had imagined he could be made to be by a trivial 
ituman destiny, said, lightly, " Emily, I want three words 
Willi you. 
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The girl was on her guard. *'Is it about Curt?" 

"Yes. it's about Curt." 

"I won't listen to you if you're going to talk against 
him," she defiantly retorted. 

"I can't be against him," he replied, "for I don*t 
know him; but I've decided to break camp to-ntiorrow. 
I can't assume the responsibility which your conduct 
with Curt has put upon me. He seems able to lead 
you away by the sleeve, and I want your father and 
mother to know it. It was not my plan to have him 
come with us. You insisted on his coming as wrangler^ 
and that's all I intend he shall be. I don't want him 
sitting beside you at the table. He isn't fit for the 
place." 

"You're unjust to him," she replied, "all of you! 
He's poor and he isn't educated, but he's splendid, all 
the same." Then, with brave candor, she added, "He's 
just asked me to marry him, and I've told him that I 
would — some time." 

The botanist was aghast. "Our interference came a 
few minutes too late," he thought; then he b^;an again, 
gently: "Emily, a month ago you and I were absdute 
strangers; to-day we are, I hope, good friends. I don't 
pretend to guide you in this matter, but I do insist 
that you advise with your parents before making any 
promises to Curt. You are the victim of a mood, doa*t 
you see that? Can't you see that life with such a man 
would be sorrowful.^ It is a craze, dear girl, a sud- 
summer madness as transitory as your enthusiasm for 
mexican saddles and watch-eyed broncos. If you 
yield to it, you are lost." 

He said more, much more — all to no purpose! The 
girl's face was set like flint. Everything he said fell to 
the ground or blew away like chaff. He looked bade 
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at his wife, who was still deeply engaged with the 
wrangler, and perceived by her attitude, by the occasional 
movement of her hands, that she, too, was finding stub- 
bom opposition. A disturbing thought came to him. 
** Suppose my expressed determination to return on the 
morrow, my threat to tell her parents, should lead 
Emily to immediate self -surrender? I have overshot 
my mark," he ruefully admitted. 

When he spoke again it was with guile. "Well, 
Emily, seeing that Curt has already spoken and you 
have definitely answered, we might as well stay a few 
days longer, but let me plead with you not to promise 
immediate marriage. Wait till you know more about 
the man." 

"I know all about him now," she exclaimed. "He 
has told me his story. He's had to make his 0¥m 
living ever since he was ten years old." She accused 
him, abruptly, "I thought you believed in self-made 
men!" 

"I do, but — " Again he checked himself. "But is 
Curt the right kind of self-made man?" 

''My father likes him. He respects self-made men. 
He's one himself — ^why, my grandfather was only a 
carpenter in a little Vermont village. Two of my 
tmcles are farmers, and one is a minister, and all are poor 
as Curt. Of course Curt is poor, he's only thirty, but 
he's got a mine — he's going to take me to see it to-mor- 
row, and some day he'll be rich. But that doesn't mat- 
ter — riches aren't everjrthing." 

As there was no answering this noble declaration, 
Plummer merely said, "You should have taken your 
parents into your confidence." 

She was not quite candid at this point. " I couldn't 
till I knew how I felt." 
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Considering her early rooming rides, lemembeaiag ihb 
long hours spent in Dimmock's company, and the tin^ 
restrained moments of the saddle-room and the taul, 
Plummer could not help thinking that she had de* 
liberately deceived herself as well as her father and 
mother. "I may be wrong," he mused. *' Perhaps 
there was no point where she could say, 'Father, I like 
(or love) Curt Dimmock!' " 

Anyhow, here she was, and over there was Roy — Royt 
the worthy lover, who must suffer, as the rejected do, 
the double pain of unrequited love and a definite dej^>ajr 
over the fate of his beloved. 

All this time they had been slowly walking toward 
the tents, and Pltunmer added one more word. "Em* 
ily," he said, gravely, '' I am older than you, and I am a 
man. I know men, and I know sorrow. I want you 
to promise me that you will go no further with this bu^ 
ness till you have seen and talked with your mother. 
Will you promise that?" 

"Yes," she replied, ''I promise that," but her pledge 
was not as reassuring as it should have been. She 
was almost too ready. It showed either that she still 
had no realization of the lengths to which Curt might 
go in his desire to make sure of her, or that she was 
playing a game with Plummer, who felt as Haley did'— 
that Curt would marry Emily first and ask the consent 
of her parents afterward — and he was also convinced 
that she (in her present mood) might consent to ride 
away with him at any moment, 

Roy was not in the tent, and in looking about for him 
Pltmimer perceived him making a pretense at whii^ung 
the stream for trout. "Poor fellow! He cannot faoe 
any of us just now." 

Mrs. Plummer and Dimmock had parted a little wiy 

416 



THE TOURIST 

from camp, and as she came slowly forward Plmnmer 
hastened to meet her. "Well!" he challenged. "What 
happened in your case?" 

Her lifted face was deeply troubled. "I don't like 
him! He is a selfish, reckless, dangerous man, and I 
don't believe he has any real love for Emily. Of course 
he says she's all there is for him, and that her money don't 
count, but he doesn't say it in the right way. His words 
are fair, but his tone is false. His voice is insincere. 
He just as much as told me that no matter what the old 
folks would say he'd ride the trail with her. I'm scared 
for fear he'U do that before we go back. For all his 
bluster, he's afraid of her father. What did she say?" 

"Just promising herself to him as we joined them." 

"Oh, the poor little idiot!" 

"But I made her promise me not to go any further 
with Curt till she has the consent of her mother." 

"Can she keep her word? When that great bruts 
urges her to ride away with him, she may yield. He 
has already arranged to take her to see his mine — ^now, 
of cotu^e, we can't allow expeditions of that kind," 

"Of course not! We will go with them." 

"A better way is to break camp and go back, but 
don't say so, for it may rouse Dimmock to some rash 
action. He knows his standing with us is poor, and 
that his only chance is to capture the daughter and meet 
the father afterward. He is playing for big stakes and 
does not intend that mere bystanders like ourselves 
shall block his game." 

Taking a rod and fly, as if to join in casting for trout, 
Plummer hurried across the meadow toward Haley, 
knowing that he was still in agonized suspense. 

Hearing a step, the youth turned a haggard, question- 
ing face. "What did he say?" 
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"I know it's hard, but war won't he^ matters. It*8 
a case of putting our wits against his." 

**She doesn't know what he is, Mr. Plummer! He 
isn't fit to touch her hand. I know him. I'd like to 
show him up." 

"That wouldn't do any good, either. To attack his 
character now would only provoke her antagonism and 
increase her loyalty to him. The only thing for us to 
do is to go back to the lodge." 

Dusk was falling, and, with no pretense at fishing, they 
stood looking toward the camp-fire. 

Suddenly the tortured jrouth broke out with a whim- 
pering cry: *'0h, I can't stand it! I can't bear to see 
her go to that devil!" 

"Now, now! No more of that. Brace up, boy! 
You're no Sicilian peasant' you're a man — a Western 
man." 

A disgust that was almost ph3rsical filled Pltunmier s 
throat. It was as if he were holding a mad leopard in 
leash with a silken thread. Insane with jealousy, Haley 
was in reality more dangerous than any Sicilian. "Go 
visit Simmons and smoke for a while," commanded the 
scientist. "And, by the way, hadn't you better let 
me take that revolver of yours?" 

Roy's face hardened. "When you take Curt's, I'll 
give up mine — ^not before." 

Plummer surrendered. "All right! I'm done. We 
start back to-morrow morning. But say nothing about 
it to any one. I don't intend to give the order to 
break camp till after breakfast to-morrow morning. 
Wrangle the horses at sunrise." 

It was well that Roy was not with Plummer as he 
returned to the camp, for Emily had spread a blanket 
for Curt and was sitting close beside him, defiantly 
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"Well, now we're going back to-morrow, but don't 
let Curt know it. He's in a reckless mood, and might 
try to ride away with her to-night." 

The old vagabond's eyes dimmed suddenly, and with 
averted face he said, softly: "I lost one of my girls 
that-a-way. They's a time of life and a day in the year 
when a young girl ain't jest exactly responsible. This 
girl is right there. I raised fotir, and I know. Curt 
wants to marry her. Don't worry about that. He 
wants a legal cinch on her money. But you're right: 
with a preacher handy things are likely to happen." 

"Preacher handy! What do you mean?" 

"They's a preacher stayin' at the Reservoir this 
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"I didn't know that!" 

His smile came back. "Curt knows it, for he asked 
me about it." 

This gave Plummer another flush of resentment, fol- 
lowed by a chill of alarm. "I wish the girl was safely 
back with her parents. Tell me, Slim — has Curt by 
any chance a wife living?" 

"Not that I know of, but I wouldn't be surprised if 
he had. He's great for whisky and women, and when 
he strikes town things are doin'. 'Pears like that's all 
he lives for." 

In these few blunt words was compressed the history 
of the wrangler, and to think of him as the captor of 
this charming girl made Plummer furious. "What is 
the magic in this devil that subdues her?" Then he 
answered himself: "The magic is not in him; it's in 
her romantic soul. In her lies something to which this 
powerful, picturesque brute appeals!" 

Simmons recalled him by saying: "She'll git ova: 
They all do." 
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I sure about fitted the bore of that tunnel, and at times I 
couldn't see a thing ahead of me. Every now and then 
the rocks would kind o' dose down on me till I had to 
squeeze through. That made me wonder how I'd get 
! back in case the lion didn't like my being there. You 

can always crawl into a place that you can't back out 
of." 

** That will do !" Plummer interrupted. " For the sake 
of our night's sleep, don't say you got stuck in there." 

He smiled in full enjoyment of the horror he had 
produced. "That's just what I did. After I shot the 
lion I foimd myself wedged in like a cork, and the cave 
so full of powder smoke I couldn't breathe — " 

**0h, horrors!" exclaimed Mrs. Wilbor. 

Emily laid her hand on her lover's arm. ** How could 
you do such a thing?" 

"What kind of a bedtime story is this?" demanded 
Plimmier. "How can an itnaginative botanist sleep 
after such a tale? Of course you got out, for you're 
here to tell of it." 

" I got out, but I lost the lion. I never did get him. 
I was in there twelve hours and would be there yet only 
my partner's dog trailed me up. He foimd my belt out- 
side, and came in, put a rope on my heels and dragged 
me out." 

Emily was sick with horror. "Promise me you'll 
never do such a foolish thing again," she said. 

He smiled at her as at a child. "I'll never try Oiai 
trick again, you bet! I was just starting in to carve 
that lion in order to shove him back when old Tobe 
arrived. I sure went to sleep for good when I heard 
him bark.'' 

There was deep charm in the fellow's voice and action. 
Even the Wilbors acknowledged that. He talked well 
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deftly rolling his bed. The care with which he roped it 
led Plmnmer to say. " Evidently you don't intend to 
stay here another night." 

Dimmock made no reply, but started away toward the 
cook-tent, where Simmons was already at work. 

Plununer, with a feeling that he might as well have it 
out with him then as any time, called after him, "Help 
Roy bring the horses, Curt; we're riding to-day." 

"I'm not packing any more this trip," replied Dim- 
mock, with open resentment of the order. 

"What do you mean by that?" 

'Just what I say. Somebody else will bring up the 
lail end of this procession on the way back." 

Plnmmer, angered by his insolent tone, sharply an- 
swered, "You'll do as I tell you or quit." 

"Then I quit. I've been the goat just about long 
enough; furthermore, I'm going to take a run up to 
my mine." 

Plummer remembered Emily's remark about the mine 
and suspected that she had promised to make this trip 
with him. "Very well," said he. "Come down when 
you like, but you'll pack your own bed and board here- 
after," and he walked away back to the camp-fire, 
very hot and a little imcertain of the issue. 

Emily was up and dressed and combing her hair 
at the tent door, "What's Roy bringing in the horses 
for?" she asked. 

"We're going back to-day," he answered, decisively. 
"I've had enough of this place." 

"Oh, don't let's go in to-day! I can't go! I've 
promised to ride up to Curt's mine." 

"The mine will keep," retorted Plummer. "I want 
to get back to the big camp by noon." 

The girl's face darkened, but she made no reply. 
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Wilbor joined her. "What's a mosquito more or less?'' 
he inquired. **I want another day's fishing." 

Plummer was obdurate, and no sooner was breakfast 
over than he called his wife to pack her kit. On the 
way over he took occasion to say: "Curt has quit and 
Emily has arranged to visit his mine. I can't allow her 
to do that. Once out of our sight, he could slip into some 
deflecting trail and carry her oflE." 

"We may be doing him an injustice," Mrs. Plummer 
replied, "but I don't trust him any more than you do. 
If Emily insists on going to the mine, you itiuist go with 
her. You can't blame Curt entirely. She has shown her 
infatuation all too plainly. She sees in him only the 
hero in misfortune." 

Plimmier softly swore. "Think of the Thatchers 
when they wake up to the situation! — ^Look at them!" 
He indicated Emily and Curt, who in earnest conference 
were walking slowly toward the tents. "They're arrang- 
ing something this minute." 

Curt finally turned back, but Emily with resohite steps 
approached. " Mr. Plummer," she called, "Curt say^ it 
won't take more than an hour or two to visit the mine, 
so we're going to make the trip. We'll overtake jrou 
later. We can do it easily by noon, he says." 

"Emily," said Mrs. Plummer, with decision, "we can't 
let you do things like this." 

The girl's face darkened. " I don't see the harm of it," 

Mrs. Plimimer went on, severely: "Your first duty is 
to ride in and see your mother and tell her what you've 
done. As your hostess, I must insist on your going 
down the trail with us this morning. Please pack at 
once." 

The child came out in her scowling and dfijjected com- 
pliance with Mrs. Plummer's request. "I dim't want to 
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mean; I don't like the roll of his eye. Better let me try 
him out for a moment." 

To please him rather than with any desire to try out 
the roan, Emily consented, and Roy, seizing the pommel 
of the saddle, sprang alertly to his seat. 

His guess had been correct. The brute shot into the 
air with humped and rigid body and began to pound the 
earth with his stiJBEened forelegs, like an insane sheep. 
Haley sat him skilfully, enduring his thumping and 
jerking with a kind of exultant pleasure till at last the 
bronco, convinced, satisfied, fell into submissive quiet 
with lax head and sorrowful eyes. 

Emily clapped her hands in high admiration of his 
riding. So, indeed, did all the others except Dimmock, 
who came hurrying up as if resenting this display of skill 
and daring on the part of one who aspired to be a rival. 
**That horse is all right if treated properly. He's being 
made to pitch.*' 

Riding back to Emily, Roy dismounted. ** I think he's 
all right now," he reported, with a smile, although his 
voice was broken by the violence of his struggle (and by 
his emotion) ; **but you'd better change to my bay and 
be sure." 

She thanked him prettily and replied: "I'm not 
afraid. He's all right now. Thank you very much." 

Dimmock pushed him aside and addre^ed Emily. 
**You must not ride that horse," he said in a voice of 
command. ** You take mine. I'll ride the roan, at least 
for a few miles." Again his tone was that of the hus- 
band, the master, and she surrendered to it. 

Roy's face was livid with rage, and for an instant 
Plummer feared for Curt — ^but Emily, realizing his dan- 
ger, slipped between them and the tension passed. 

To ask Haley to remain and help Simmons bring down 
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the outfit was the natural thing to do, but Phmmier could 
not quite force himself to that. ''It is not only asking 
a good man to do another's neglected work, but it leaves 
me without skilled assistance in case Curt makes trouble 
on the trail." So, with the promise to send a man back 
at once, the leader shook hands with Simmons and gave 
the word to ride. "I'll send Roy back to-morrow/' he 
said. 

Thereupon Ctui;, with a low word to Emily, spurred 
past the train and took the lead. This exasperated 
Plummer, and, pushing his horse between the wrangler 
and the girl, he sternly said: "Emily, you stay behind 
with Mrs. Plummer. I am in command of this expedi- 
tion." Then to Dimmock he called, contemptuously: 
"Ride on! You're not a part of this outfit." 

Somewhat awed by the sharpness of her host's voice, 
Emily, with frowning face, fell in behind, and so the 
saddle-train started down the trail. 

The fury into which Dinamock had been thrown 
rendered it impossible for him to offer any service there- 
after, and as the horses Itmged and staggered down the 
path it was again Roy who assisted Emily through the 
mire and raised Mrs. Wilbor when her horse stumbled 
and fell. Mrs. Plummer thought the man in front had 
ridden on out of hearing, but her husband knew better. 
Curt was, in fact, loitering along just ahead, feeling a 
little foolish and very bitter, watching closely for his 
opportunity. 

Emily was also embittered and saw Curt in the light 
of one injured. Her eyes met Plummer's with a new 
expression, defiant and resentful. Their good friendship 
was gone. 

Plummer, though shocked and pained by her glance, 
was now fully aroused and determined to prevent her 
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from holding any further word with the man ahead. 
"Unless she boldly defies authority and pushes past the 
train to join her lover, he shall ride alone," he said, 
realizing that the test would come farther down the 
valley where the trail broadened to a wagoa road. 
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hole. He went down, burying himself and his rider 
beneath the water, and when he rose Dimmock was un- 
seated and his weapon gone. It had been swept away 
among the rocks by the powerful current. 

Roy, crowding upon the wrangler, began beating him 
over the head with a loop of his rope. 

"Ride on!" Plummer called to the girl. "Ride on 
out of this." 

She obeyed, while Haley and Dinnmock continued their 
furious struggle in the water- Both were unarmed and 
pretty evenly matched. 

It was a most amazing battle. Dimmock was ^ain 
in the saddle and trying to untie his own wet rope, 
and Haley, knowing his skill with that weapon, pressed 
him close in the eSort to confuse and blind him. At 
intravals one horse or the other would go down in the 
rushing, ice-cold water. 

On opposite shores five spectators watched the fight — 
on one side Plummer and the girl, on the other Mrs. 
Plummer and the Wilbors. Emily, in a wildly pleading 
voice, called to Plimimer: "Stop them! Please stop 
them!" but he remained grimly silent, observing that 
Roy was giving a good account of himself. 

As they fought they drifted down into deeper water 
and it was evident that each was bent on drowning the 
other, for when Roy's horse went down Curt spurred 
his own brute directly over him, Plummer, horrified at 
this attempt, rode to Haley's aid, but before he could 
force his horse to breast the current the boy rose with a 
rock in his hand and delivered it with such force on 
Dimmock's breast that the tall wrangler, gasping for 
breath, gave up the contest. 

Wheehng his horse, he rode out of the stream and 

joined Emily, who was waiting in terror on the sand. 
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"rU km him for that," he said. "This is only fhe 
beginning of our war." 

" Did he hurt you?" she asked. 

"No," he answered. "I'm all right. Let's ride on." 

When Plummer and his party landed. Curt and the 
girl were out of sight. 

Roy was all for riding in hot pursuit, but Plummer re- 
strained him. " Let them go," he said, bitterly. " She's 
not worth our worry." 

Mrs. Wilbor was trembling with excitement, but Wilbor 
was highly amused. "A regular moving-picture show," 
he called out. "Admirable from every point of viewl" 

Mrs. Plummer's anxiety now shifted to Emily. " You 
must hurry after them," she said. " Don't wait for us." 

Plummer objected. "Why should I, a man no longer 
yoimg, race adong a dangerous trail to prevent the 
daughter of a perfect stranger from eloping with the 
man of her choice?" he demanded. 

"Oh, I wish I could overtake her! I am sure I could 
prevent her." 

"I doubt it," responded her husband, coldly. "She's 
got to have experience. She's inheriting sorrow and 
pain, but you can't make her believe it. If only yoa 
hadn't assimied the care of her," he added, "I wouldn't 
give her so much as another thought." 

"That isn't true," his wife replied; "you're fond o£ 
her and you know it, and, besides, she may be on her way 
home." She turned to Roy. "Are you hurt?" she asked. 

"No, but I'd like to kill that brute!" he answered. 

For a time they kept the fugitives in sight, but did 
not gain on them, and when at last they reached the 
wagon road, and Mrs. Plummer could ride alongside 
her husband, she earnestly began: "Mitchell, we most 
save that girl from that man. He knows perfectly wdl 
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that her parents will never consent to her marriage with 
him, and, knowing that, he'll try to fasten her to him 
before he faces them. Don't you see? As her husband 
he can demand recognition." 

"I understand all that, but what can I do? He 
knows every cow-path and can whip into the first trail 
that deflects from the road up here. I don't know any 
but this one trail, and neither does Roy. Furthermore, 
she can outride any of us except young Haley, and I fear 
his intervention would bring about a killing. He's just 
as love-mad as the girl herself. I daren't send V>iTn to 
meet Curt alone, and I daren't leave you with Wilbor — 
he's a perfect bonehead when it comes to trailing." 

** Never mind us!" she urged. **I can surely follow 
this road. Hiirry on with Roy and insist on her waiting 
for me. Think what a tragedy it will be to Mrs. 
Thatcher! And it is all your fault! You organized this 
party. You invited her. ' ' 

" But I didn't invite DinMnock," he retorted. "Look! 
There they go!" And he pointed to where the road, 
rounding the low shoulder of a hill, overhtmg the river 
a mile or two below. '* Isn't it thrilling — ^like hunting 
Indians or something? Well, come on, Roy, I'm off!" 
And away he rode at a smart clip, with Haley at his heels. 

(As I grow older I have moments of wondering why 
any man of us becomes interested in any individual 
woman any more than we are interested in the individual 
ant or bee or mosquito. With a billion women in the 
world, what does it matter whether a particular girl 
elopes with a particular horse-wrangler or quietly mar- 
ries a Boston broker? Not a thing, of course, but 
Pltunmer Ijiked this girl and felt responsible for her, so 
on he rode, hard and hot, in the hope of keq;)ing her ifi 
sight.) 
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The girl and the wrangler were gaining, for not only 
were their horses fleet, but they were both lighter in 
the saddle than the scientist. However, with the 
trailer's knowledge of how to make time, he eased his 
pony down the hills and pushed him hard across the 
bottoms and half-way up each slope, and so fairly held 
his own, although he stiSered another handicap in that, 
as they entered the timber, Roy was forced to keep dose 
watch upon the hoof -marks in the road for fear of being 
fooled by the wrangler, whomighttumintosomedeflecting 
trail at any moment and leave his pursuers in the lurch. 

To guard against this the young man kept the lead, 
his keen eyes sharpened by anxiety for the girl and hatred 
of the man. Plummer gave the boy credit for an tmself- 
ish desire to save Emily from the hands of a villain, and 
comforted him as best he could by saying: "She doesn't 
realize what she's doing. She is like a child in all 
this." 

Suddenly Roy stopped and, turning, lifted a tragic 
face. ** They've left the road," he said, pointing to the 
earth. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes," he responded, with deep excitement; "thejr've 
taken this trail. See their tracks!" and he nxle slowly 
toward an obscure opening in the forest. 

"Where does the trail lead?" asked Plummer as he 
followed. "Where does it come out?" 

' ' I don't know exactly, but I think it leads to the water- 
shed of the Goose and so down to Elk City," the youth 
slowly replied. 

His face was drawn, his voice husky with emotion, and 
Plummer pitied him almost as much as he feared for the 
fate of the girl. "They've certainly taken this trail/' 
he admitted, "but that does not necessarily mean a 
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mnaway. You must follow them while I wait for my'' 
party. Ride on after them. Keep them in sight and 
call up Thatdier as soon as you reach a telephone, which 
you will do somewhere on the lower levels." 

The youth stared wanly at his employer. "I can't 
do that, Mr, Plummer," he said. " I'd feel like a sneak 
if I followed them. She would hate me for it. No — I 
I can't do it!" 

Plummer perceived that this pursuit, sufficiently dis- 
tasteful to himself, the host, was impossible to the dis- 
regarded lover. He conceded the point. "I under- 
stand, my boy. You're right. Well, there's nothing 
to do but wait here for the others. I need the advice 
of Mrs. Plummer." 

He now tried to soften the effect of the girl's action, 
"Of course there is a chance that Curt has deceived her 
into the belief that this trail is a short-cut to The Lodge, 
She may be imiocent of any intention to elope with him. 
Anyhow, we'll wait here till the rest of our party over- 
hauls us." 

It was an hour (and a long one) before Wilbor's nag 
came nodding around the bend, followed by the sedate 
ponies of the women. As they rode up Roy withdrew 
a little way, and Plummer said: "Curt has taken to the 
woods and Emily has followed him. How much that 
means you know as well as I. It is possible that he 
talked her into thinking it a short-cut to The Lodge, but 
I fear she took it because he led the way. Roy thinks 
it goes to Elk City, where Curt has friends." 

"She must have been deceived," exclaimed Mrs. 
Plummer. "She couldn't leave us in that way." 

" But she has ! Consider the facts. She quit us at the 

ford, and now she leaves the plain road leading back 

to her father and mother, and turns suddenly into a dim 
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trail which leaxls away from all she knows — from all she 
has been." He addressed Wilbor: "Isn't that typical o£ 
girlhood everywhere? For the moment nothing oouints 
for Emily but the man whose character dominates her. 
The struggle at the ford decided her. She's taken trail 
with the man of her choice, and the question is: Shall 
I ride on in the hope of overtaking her before she oom- 
mits the irrevocable?" 

"Certainly," said his wife. "You must do tiiai." 
" I won't go alone. Will you ride with me?" 
She was neither a weakling nor a lukewarm friend. 
Yes, I will go." 

Very well." At a sign from him she rode apart 
with him. "Before we part company with the Wil- 
bors," he continued, in a low voice, "we must instruct 
them what to do. Roy can be trusted, but Wilbor 
needs a warning. Will you speak to them, or shall I ?" 
"I will, but what shall I tell them?" 
"Tell them to follow Roy, that we are going rotiiid 
by Elk City and will turn up in a day or two." Bfe 
called to Haley, "Roy, come here a moment." The 
boy rode up, and Plummer said, briskly: "You tell the 
Thatchers that we decided to ride over to see the new 
dam — I know the engineer over there — ^and that we ^lall 
arrive to-morrow or next day. This will save them from 
worry in case Emily turns up all right. Be handy at the 
'phone. 1*11 call up just as soon as I reach the engineer's 
cacnp. In case I decide that Thatcher is needed, FIl 
say so and you can then tell him the whole story and 
bring him down to Elk City, where I suspect we'll all 
fetch up to-night or to-morrow. For Emily's sake we 
must keep the whole matter quiet if we can." 

"I tmderstand," responded Haley, with deep feeling, 
"but it's very hard for me." 
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"Iknowitis, boy; but you'll do it." 

Pliunmer turned to Wilbor, who became quite serious^ ' 
as he listened. "You consider it a lunaway?" he asked, 
gravely. 

"It looks that way, but in any case we must do our 
best to protect Emily from talk. She certainly has left 
the road with Curt." 

"We'll do the best we can for her and for you," he 
answered, with sincere desire to help. "Good-by." 

"Good-by! Trust Roy. He'll bring you in," called 
Plummer, and signed his wife to follow him. 

Mrs. Plummer was tired and h-ungry, but she bravely 
turned and followed her husband into a trail whose 
course was devious, its end uncertain. 

Sarah Plummer was a serene soul and a loyal Mend, 
but she entered that path with a sense of sadness and 
profotmd irritation. That she might be able to over- 
take and shield the girl from her folly gave her courage 
to endure the fatigue and danger of the piu^t, but it 
did not improve her husband's temper. As he looked 
back at her and noted her white and sorrowful face he 
cursed the wrangler with cordial sincerity. 

The trail, after climbing sharply through some heavy 
timber, emerged on the smooth slope of a rounded hill 
from which the whole of the Reservoir Park could be 
seen. Plummer scanned the landscape closely, but 
could see nothing of the fugitives. Par down to the 
east, where the valley narrowed to a dark gorge, a group 
of tents could be seen. "That," Plummer explained, 
"should be the camp of my friend, George Riverman, 
chief engineer on a big dam which the Government is 
putting in at Wildcat Ledge. We'll stop there and rest 
and take lunch. Riverman probably has a 'phone, and 
if we get no word of the girl there, or if we find she has 
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at Steve's. We're afraid — at least I am afraid — that it 
is an elopement. We've all been up at Cloud Lake, 
camping, and Dimmock has put the hypnotic cinch on the 
girl. He knows he stands no chance with her parents, 
and so — " 

Rivennan again pieced out: "And so he turns savage 
and steals her! I see. Well, I wondered a little at her 
being with him. She seemed entirely out of his class, 
although I didn't get very close to her. She kept away 
from the camp altogether. He took her out some food 
and then they rode on. I'll tell you what you do: 
you come in and rest, and after lunch we'll ride dowa 
below the dam, where I have a motor-car that will over- 
take your runaways a good deal quicker than you can on 
the saddle." 

Mrs. Plummer's face lightened up at the prospect of 
a swift and easy ride down the valley. "Oh, that will 
be a heavenly rehef, but I'd rather not stay to eat." 

"Oh, you must rest," urged Rivennan. 

"Yes," added her husband; "you can eat while I 
try to reach Thatcher by 'phone." 

This called up new terrors. "Oh, Mitchell," she ex- 
claimed, "be very careful what you say. If it should 
happen that the poor girl is not planning to elope — " 

"I know; I'll be guarded. I'll say we're all together and 
that we want them to meet us. I'll arrange it somehow." 

It was not easy to secure connection with The Lodge, 
and when he succeeded, Steve answered, saying that the 
Thatchers were out on a fishing trip. Therefore Plum- 
mer imparted nothing of his purpose except to say that 
Emily and his wife were with him and that they were all 
going round by way of Elk City. "Tell Thatcher to 
come down with a car and bring the women back — they'll 
be tired of the saddle," he added. 
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a little off the road, and as Curt had no reason to suspect 
pursuit in a motor-car, he did not even look behind, but 
leisurely left the road clear for the car to pass. Not till 
the engine slowed down and the dust cleared away did the 
girl see and recognize the Plummers. A startled look 
swept over her face, and she called to Curt, "Oh, here 
is the boss!" 

Diramock swore — one good big oath — then shouted: 
"Ride on! We don't want any of your interference!" 

"Emily!" called Mrs. Plummer, and something in her 
silver-clear voice and in the motherly look on her face 
completed the girl's conquest. She turned her horse 
toward the car. 

"Come on!" Dimmock commanded. 

Mrs. Plummer dismounted from the car. "Emily, 
you are tired out. I can see that. Come in here and 
let Mr. Dimmock lead your horse the rest of the 
way." 

The words were commonplace, but some quality in 
her tone made an appeal to which the tired and frightened 
girl yielded like a child. She slid from her saddle and 
approached the car with faltering steps. 

Dimmock, infuriated by this determined interference 
with his plans, rode nearer. "Let her alone! She be- 
longs to me," he growled, savagely. 

Something in his face as well as in his voice shocked 
the girl, and, instead of doing as he demanded, she 
shrank closer to the woman at the car door. Plummer, 
leaping out, took her by the arm. "Get in, Emily," 
he said, quietly. 

She obeyed ahnost mechanically, Plummer slammed 
the door, and a moment later the wrangler was left 
alone on the plain, holding Emily's hcrse by the bridle. 

What Mrs. Plummer said to Emily on the way down 
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Plummer, left alone, and sitting comfortably in an 
easy-chair, b^an to relax. His faith in the power o£ 
these dainty and charming surroundings grew. "The 
beauty of this home will afford the girl f-ull perception of 
Dimmock's uncouth savagery," he said. "I hope he'll 
turn up. He'll be such a bull in this china-shop that 
even her illusion will give way, — ^if it doesn't, Mrs. 
Rivennan will help in our plan to hold her back from 
the folly of marrying in this mad fashion." 

Mrs. Plummer came down a few minutes later to say: 
"Mrs. Rivennan is quite wonderful. She has given 
Emily the daintiest bedroom with a lovely bath, and is 
so sympathetic that the girl is already beginning to 
confide in her. We are both insisting that Emily shall be 
married here rather than at the ofBce of some justice trf 
the peace, as she imagines Curt had planned, and you 
are to watch for him and meet him and explain the chsuige 
of plan." 

" I think I see myself sitting out on the gate waiting for 
that hound!" he rephed, ironically. "He knows where 
we are. Let him come to us if he has the face. Fiuther- 
more, Enuly isn't the same girl she was in camp. This 
house has broi^ht her back to civiliza.tion, and every 
minute makes her less likely to consent to any hasty plan. " 

"That's Mrs, Riverman's idea. She will ask him 
to dinner if he calls. But, meanwhile, how are we going 
to reach Mrs. Thatcher? Emily is by no means out of 
danger. She insists that Curt has been abused." 

Just then Riverman came in, and they discussed the 
question of telephoning the Thatchers. "We don't want 
to excite gossip at The Lodge," repeated Plummer, " but 
we must have Thatcher at once. These telephone 
where aU the people in the valley can eavesdrop are a 
nuisance when it comes to a delicate case like this." 
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country homes she knew, was playing upon her like a 
strain of familiar song. The wilderness receded, the 
habitual drew near. 

She did not try to decide anjrthing; she just drifted, 
floating in a misty sea of drowsy meditation, till Mrs. 
Riverman tapped on the door to say that dinner was 
ready. 

The dining-room was quite as channing as the rest 
of the house, and they had a jolly meal, with no 
references to the exciting events of the day, and the 
girl, deeply grateful for their consideration, did her best 
to be in character with the party. 

As the talk went on, the explanation of fhi& delightful 
home came out. Riverman and his wife were both 
Eastern by birth and education, and with a reafizjatipn 
that the reclamation work of which he was the diief 
would last for several 3rears, they had decided at the 
beginning to make a real home in the little "cow town," 
which was entirely "Western" in the seijse of being a 
survival of the rude, shiftless era of the cattleman. 
"Gardening has saved my life," said the little wife. 

Riverman spoke of the changes going on. "Of course 
the old West was more picturesque and, in a sejise, more 
heroic, but it had its darker side. It wasn't given to 
baths, and it did drink and carouse and shoot up the 
towns. A hen is less picturesque than a buflfalo, but 
the hen will endure. A cowboy is fine when he's on 
horseback, — ^he's of mighty little use anywhere else." 

Everything he said had a double meaning to the girl. 
In his reference to "the passing horseman" she per- 
ceived a comment on Ctirt, and things he had done and 
words he had said when they were alone came back 
to her fraught with new significance. She b^an to 
wionder whether he loved her entirely for herself. Was 
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the fortune which he knew must oome to her, a hue? 
She saw Roy Haley in a new light. His was the rtmnng 
type, the man who oould ride and shoot, bat who was 
preparing to meet the new conditions of the West. The 
fight at the ford took on new and bewildering rignifi^w^?^ 
Were all her good friends right in opposing Curt? 

Meanwhile Roy Haley, having brought the WHbors 
down the trail to the Lodge at top speed, had found 
Marrowby and Thatcher both away on a fishing-trip. 
Too deeply agitated to await a message from Plummer, 
he had saddled a fresh horse, and setting out over the 
hills (which filled the angle between the two watersheds), 
rode at such furious pace that he had arrived in Elk 
City less than three hours behind Dimmock. 

The town was small, the saloons few, and it required 
but a few minutes to take up the wrangler's trail — but 
no one seemed to know anything about Emily. No one 
had seen her, and it was with a deep sense of relief 
that the boy listened to the barkeeper's story of Dim- 
mock's rage against the Pltmimers, for in this could be 
read the evidence of a successful intervention on their 
part. In the belief that the wrangler had gone to 
Riverman's house — as the barkeeper said he had 
threatened to do — ^Roy remounted and rode that way, 
but hesitantly, for he was not sure of himself. 

Dimmock's horse at the gate identified the cottage, 
but the wrangler was not in sight and Roy dismounted, 
still irresolute, yet with a feeling of deep concern. 

"What is he doing here? Will they surrender Emily 
to him?" were the questions which disturbed him. 

Plummer, alone in the office (which was in the north 
wing of the house), was smoking a peaceful dgar and 
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neditating over the day's events when the sound c4 
Dimmock's feet aroused him. Looking up, he met the 
savage eyes of the cheated bridegroom and pereeive4 
n them a menacing flame. . 

Dimmock was drunk — ^not staggering drunk, bu^ 
leatedly, dangerously drunk. "There you are,'* he 
yowled. **Now tell me — ^where is.my girl?" 

Pltunmer had never been, even in his youth, a fighter, 
md though Dimmock was unarmed, his bare hands .were 
XX truth as formidable as the paws of a tiger; therefore 
:he botanist temporized. He tried politeness, sparring 
:or breath. ** Come in. Come in," he called, in cordial 
?^elcome. **Riverman will return in a moment." 

** To hell with Riverman ! Where's my girl?" retorted 
:he wrangler, and he entered, but not in the spirit. of 
Plummer's invitation. 

His eyes, hot and restless, had the terrifying, fixed 
^lare of a wildcat, but he moved with precision. Drink 
aad inflamed his blood, but his body was entirely under 
control and ready to do battle. Hummer longed, for; 
Riverman, yet hesitated about calling for him. A sud-f 
ien move might provoke an assault. 

**Sit down, Curt," he said as pleasantly as he. could. 
*Sit down. I'll go and call Mrs. Hummer." 

** I don't want yoiu: wife. I want my girl! You give 
[ler back or — " His words passed into a snarling curse 
as he advanced. 

Almost any sheep will fight when pressed into a corner^ 
and the scientist, retreating, caught a chair by the back. 
"Keep off, you brute, or I'll smash you!" he warned, 
mth spirit. 

This unexpected action daunted the intruder, for a mo- 
tnent, and then, as he crouched to attack, Riverman re- 
entered from an inner room. A single glance suflSced 
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treated. "Keep awayt Youtl get hurt! Don't you 
see he is crazy-dnmk?'' 

For a momeiit she reasted him blindly, resentfully, 
frown of anxiety on her face — then as she recognired 1^ 
her glance softened. His fine clear eyes, filled with love 
and sympathetic pain, reflected somethingso manly, so sin- 
cere ^at she, remembering something of his former care, 
his consideration, yielded to his entreaties and permitted 
him to lead her out of the reach of harm; a movement 
which seemed of the deepest significance to Mrs. Pltmuner. 

Mrs. Riverman, who was greatly concerned for her 
husband, engaged Fhumner. "Can't you help him?" 
she demanded. 

"Don't worry," be answered. "He will master the 
brute. . . . He's got him now!" he shouted, exultantly. 
"He's got a jiu-jitsu hold on him." 

He was right. Rivennan's great strength and sldll 
had begun to overbalance the ^le fury of the jrounger 
man. With his left aim under Dimmock's chin and his 

I right hand twisting his left wrist, he was crowding him 
back into the angle between the bookcase and a filing- 
cabinet. "Had enough?" he asked, cahnly. "Or sh^ 
I break your neck?" 
Emily again cried out: "Don'tt Please don't) Let 
him go! Please let him gol" 

Dimmock, as if aroused by her vrace, made one more 
terrifying effort to break away, and his distorted face 
and bloodshot eyes horrified the girl even as she pleaded 
for him. His head was bare and the mean slant of hie 
skull was accentuated by his out-thrust jaw. She re- 
onled from his glance as if from the head <xF a monstrous 
Berpent. He writhed and clawed like a mighty cat, 
raving with fury, but the engineer's hold was relentleas 
_ as a vise, his body as stem as a wall of steel. 
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Suddenly, fedmg his victim's body relax/ Ri^^ennatt 
changed his plan and with quick jerk and unexpected 
twist threw the half -strangled ruffian to the floor. 
' Roy pressed his revolver into Riverman's hand. 

**Take this/' he urged, hoarsely. "I'm liable to kill 
him-r-if I keep it." 

Riverman took the weapon and, touching* the fallen 
man with his toe, said,. "Get up — -and g^t out!" • 

Emily, her right hand raised to her mouth in that 
immemorial gesture which expresses womanly fear and 
awe, stood entranced, for in -that moment she perceived 
the charactei^ of the. dissolute savage whose grace had 
charmed her. She did not now see him as the others 
saw him, but rather as a child perceives for itself the 
danger from* which a' parent has rescued .it.. Dim- 
mock's unseeing glaive, his furious outcries, his bestial 
ferocity stood out in such inhuman contrast with this 
home, these people, that her reason successfully revolted 
against her blood. She awoke as if from a romantic 
dre^m. With a moan of mingled grief, and shame sihe 
turned to Mrs. Plummer and wailed like a child: "Take 
me. away! Take me home!" 

A few moments later Curt Dimmock, surviving de- 
generate type of the vanishing violent, yet heroic, West, 
passed from the scene, attended by young Haley and the 
supervising engineer of The Wildcat Government 
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AFTERWORD 

TWAVE you seen sunsets so beautiful that your heart 
AM. ached to watch them fade? So my heart aches to 
see the trails fading from the earth. 

As I re-enter the mountain forest I am a reactionary. 
I would restore every hiU-stream to its former beauty if f 
could. I would carry forward every sign, every symbol, 
of the border in order that the children of ike future should 
not be deprived of any part of their nation's epic west' 
ward march. 

I here make acknowledgment to the trail and the trail- 
makers. They have taught me much. I have lifted the 
latch-string of the lonely shack, and broken bread with 
the red hunter. I know the varied voices of the coyote, 
wizard of the mesa. The trail has strung upon it, as 
upon a silken cord, opalescent dawns and ruby sunsets. 
My camping-places return in the music of gold and amber 
streams. The hunter, the miner, the prospector, have been 
my companions and my tutors — and what they have 
given me I hold with jealous hand. 

The high trail leads away to shadow-dappled pools. It 
enables me to overtake the things vanishing, to enter the 
deserted cabin, to bend to the rude fireplace and to blow 
again upon the embers, gray with ashes, till a flame leaps 
out and shadows of mournful beauty dance upon the wall. 

I am glad that I was born early enough to hear the songs 
of the trailers and to bask in the light of their fires. 
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